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Footsteps in the distance woke the young woman up. She instinctively attempted to jump out of the bed and hide, but a tight net of leather straps kept her in place, like every morning. Or was it the evening? She didn’t know. Her cell didn’t have any windows.

She heard heavy iron doors unlocking and slamming in a haphazard order. Judging by the noises, she estimated that there were at least three, perhaps four men out there. The realization made her shiver. That many men meant a long violent rape was inevitable. When the rehab center was understaffed, she could get away with a couple of rough skullfucks. But whenever several men entered her ward, they would share the women among themselves and systematically violate them multiple times, in every way possible. Sometimes they did rotations and friendly competitions too.

She didn’t know how many times she was ravaged in this horrible cell since she had been brought in. Been more than a month, perhaps two. She had no sense of time passing besides the times she slept and woke up, but that meant nothing. She could never have regular sleep in this hellish place. She was often woken up in terror, either by the screams of fellow patients-slash-inmates, or by a big cock entering her without any warning.

All the attendants were huge men with big cocks. All brutal, unfeeling monsters with no mercy, who were impervious to her pleads and sobs. After a couple of weeks, she stopped begging and crying. There was no point. She didn’t know the reason for this cruelty. They never talked to her, or gave her any clues. Whenever she dared to ask too many questions, or annoyed them in any way, a series of hard slaps across the face shut her up.

She didn’t know why she was still held in this “medical” facility. When she had woken up in this whitewashed small cube for the first time long ago, she was seriously injured. She was heavily bruised and aching all over, as one would be after a day-long gangrape. She was whipped mercilessly and thrown into a sex-crazed crowd, who fucked her brutally in every hole, in every way, for hours and hours, and eventually stuffed her used-up, cum-covered, broken body into a trashcan.
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Thankfully, she was young, healthy, and athletic, and her injuries had healed quickly. Yes, she was sleep deprived, her fuckholes were constantly sore and hurting, and her psyche was permanently scarred, but she was back in perfect physical condition. So why was she still kept in here?

She heard other women being carted in and out of the ward. She could hear their screams and pleads. They never gagged the women. Perhaps in purpose, so they could hear each other’s desperation and understand the futility of begging. It had certainly taught her a good lesson or two. She had learned what to say and what not to say very quickly. More importantly, she ad learned the value of quietly obeying her rapists.

Women were moved to either direction, so getting out of here was indeed an option, she figured. By her rough estimation, there were at least 8 cells in her ward and the patients changed regularly. She was the only one who was held this long in this inferno. She didn’t know why she was special.

And now, she could hear the men go from room to room, and play with the poor defenceless women inside. They slowly made their way towards her, and soon enough, the door of her neighboring cell slammed shut and locked with a loud clank. A short unnerving pause followed. She held her breath and listened. Would the man walk away or continue to her cell? To her dismay, heavy footsteps approached her door. She recognized the tempo and trembled in terror. She tried to gather her strength and calm herself down. A bunch of metal keys jingled, one of them was shoved into the keyhole, and the door screeched open. The dreadful silhouette of a huge man stood in the doorway for a second and walked in. She closed her eyes.

[image: ]

He stopped by her bed and put his huge hands over her right tit and thigh. She stopped breathing and bit her lower lip, still too scared to open her eyes. He didn’t seem to care. After stroking her smooth inner thigh and playing with her big boobs, he climbed on top of her beautiful naked body which was strapped to the bed like a fuckable starfish. He wasted no time. His penis quickly found the entrance of her vagina and penetrated her without much ceremony. He started to fuck her in a rather mundane manner, mechanically, slowly. Perhaps he was tired from his earlier violations? Or maybe she bored him?

He started to pick up the pace soon. His breathing got heavier, his thrusts deeper. The slow fuck gradually turned into a violent pounding. She continued to bite her lips and suppress screams as his stone hard body kept slamming onto hers, punishing her blushing crotch mercilessly. She knew from past experience that this particular bastard preferred heavy beatings over verbal humiliation, so she took the abuse quietly, trying her best not to annoy him in any way. She wanted it to be over as soon as possible, with fewer slaps than usual. And perhaps, if she was really really really obedient, she could get away with only a vaginal rape this time?

No such luck. The man suddenly pulled out, left her guessing for a moment, and shoved it in her asshole. She let out a surprised gasp. He stopped. She held her breath with terror again. She knew well that this was a big mistake. One that earned her a slew of heavy slaps across the face.



Department of Foreign Operations

Ystantium, Ottohun Federation.

“Commander Tamer is here to see you, Sir.”

Atlas nodded to the secretary and put the file on the desk. She held the door for an athletic man in his thirties, and respectfully backed out after he took a seat across the director.

The older balding man behind the desk tapped on the file he had been reading and spoke with a low-pitched, gravelly voice.

“We have located the dancer. You wouldn’t believe where.”

Tamer slightly pursed his lips.

“She surfaced at one of those sex fairs in Pussiana last month. Maidenfair. I’m told that’s the main event.”

The other leaned forward with an intrigued squint.

“I know you won’t like this. You’ll lead a team to get her out of there. The president personally gave me the mission. This is a PR thing. ‘A matter of national pride,’ she said.”

He pushed the file across the desk. Tamer picked it up and leaned back with a mild concern on his face. He was a man of few words, but he had long perfected the subtle facial gesture as an effective means of communication. Especially when he needed to communicate disappointment and frustration.

“I know you prefer to leave no trace, Berk, but this is a special operation. You are allowed to- no, encouraged to leave a path of destruction. Let them know that we were there. Make them feel the pain and let the rest of the world see it too. We can’t allow these fucking bastards parade our women like war trophies. Did you know they set up a paid website where one can watch her rapecell twentyfour-seven? You’ll find the details in the file.”

Tamer pursed his lips ambiguously again and opened the file. “Don’t tell me we have a department tasked with watching rape porn on paid websites, Atlas.”

“I can’t deny or confirm the existence of such a department,” replied the director with a bitter half-smile. He paused and let the other finish reading.

“We will put you in contact with a FLF cell. That’s the current umbrella organization that coordinates various female resistance groups in Pussiana.” Tamer nodded. “They will get you in and out the country.”

“How much time do I have to pick my team?”

“No need. We picked them for you. Here are their details.” He took two more files from the top drawer of his desk and dropped them in front of the elite operative. Tamer swiftly opened the first one.

“Katalin Mellek? Never heard of her.”

“She is a relatively new recruit form the Northern Bureau. This will be her first real mission. She is one of the few female agents we have who would ace a Pussianan female beauty standards test. She’ll blend in well.”

Another lip-pursing on the other’s face prompted Atlas to volunteer more details. As the foreign operations director, he didn’t have to justify his decisions, but he felt he owed Tamer some extra information.

“I know Pussiana is not the best place to send a female rookie in her first mission. But the president wants a woman to have a crucial role in this. It’s important to her.”

“No problem,” the other replied. “If she met the requirements and got in the organization, she must be a capable agent. She’ll do just fine, I’m sure.” He put down her file and opened the other one.

“Good. I’m glad you feel that way because the other is…”

“Ktinodis? Hell no!” The laconic agent with extremely subtle expressions opened his eyes wide with a sudden outburst of exasperation and glared at the director.

“Now now, I know you don’t like Hermes, but he’s perfect for this mission.”

“Don’t like him? He is one of those pod monsters!”

Atlas raised his palms in an attempt to reassure the other. “He is not one of them. He is the only one left.” He paused and a made a face. “Thankfully he didn’t go completely crazy so we never had to put him down like the others.”

“Yes, ‘completely’ is the operative word here, isn’t it, Atlas? I’ve seen him go berserk. He can turn into a wild animal with the snap of a finger.”

“Then you should be careful where and when you snap your fingers. He’s the man you need to create the aforementioned path of destruction.” He hesitated for a brief moment. “Also… His special condition makes him… expendable… If you know what I mean.”

“Ah! So, If they somehow get him, you’ll say that he is a madman went rogue and the Ottohun Federation is not responsible for his actions.”

“Something like that,” replied the other with a solemn face.

“What are you gonna say if I get captured, Atlas? Or this rookie Mellek? Something more creative than insanity, I hope?”

Atlas smiled and leaned back. “Alright. You have your mission. Read the file carefully. Your team is waiting for you in the Box.”




02

Tamer closed the door and turned around. The woman jumped to her feet to salute him. “Good morning, Sir!” she greeted with an excited voice. The rough looking man at the other side of the large meeting table lazily swivelled in his chair to face the Commander and nodded. He certainly didn’t seem as excited to be there.

“Welcome to the Box, Agent Mellek,” Tamer started. “I assume this is your first time in a secure briefing room.”

“Yes Sir, thank you Sir,” she responded nervously, and hesitated for a moment before she continued. “It’s actually my first mission, Sir.”

Tamer ignored her trembling voice and almost comical military posture, as he picked her file from the desk. “Your record looks perfect. Top marks in every subject, commendations… Very impressive.”

“Thank you, Sir.”

He dropped the file on the desk and leaned back again. “Atlas tells me you’re the best woman for the job. I’ve known that old bastard for a long time and trust his judgement, but I still need to make sure you’d fit the profile. Are you well-equipped for this mission, Mellek?”

Katalin stood there for a moment, thinking, and then started to unbutton her shirt. This prompted Ktinodis to swivel towards her with a mildly intrigued expression this time. She swiftly took off her clothes, carefully folded them and placed them on the table. Then she took a step back and faced the Commander fully nude. She seemed more excited than nervous, but not really embarrassed. At least not until Ktinodis whistled with admiration.

Tamer looked at the woman indifferently and leaned back again. It was rather difficult to keep his gaze from moving down to the most beautiful pair of tits he had ever seen in his life. Thankfully, the young woman’s big blue eyes were almost equally alluring.

“Impressive. But I meant language and mannerisms.”

Mellek blushed but managed to remain calm enough. “I can do a good northern accent, Sir.”

“Very well. But you make a good point.”

Ktinodis snickered. “Two, actually. Two very good, hard points.”

Tamer ignored the comment and repeated. “As I said, a good point. You are here because you’re very beautiful. I don’t say this to to disparage your training or qualifications as an agent, of course. The file clearly states that the mission requires the participation of a…“ He paused and picked up the paper. “I quote, ‘a sexually attractive young woman to accompany the mission commander,’ end of quote,” he read, and dropped the file down.
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“Yes Sir, thank you sir,” replied Mellek, with a trembling voice. She wasn’t sure if she was supposed to feel flattered or insulted. “I’m of course ready to-“

“Let me warn you, Agent Mellek,” interrupted the man. “Pussiana is the last place a woman would want to enter. If we’re caught, Hermes and I would be summarily executed after a short but efficient interrogation.”

Hermes chuckled. The commander continued. “But, as a woman, you’ll be treated worse than a FLF member. Enslaved, raped, humiliated, and tortured for the rest of your life. I’m afraid most of the horror stories about Pussiana are true. They could even lobotomise you, turn you into a milk cow, delimb you and use you as a masturbatory toy, turn you into a permanent urinal.”

“Yes Sir,” nodded the young woman. She didn’t sound intimidated at all. “You are painting a very vivid picture, Sir. I understand the risks.” She hesitated for half a second before continuing. “This mission is… important to me. My cousin was kidnapped and enslaved by poachers a few years ago. I hate the slavers, and I want to do whatever I can to… The mission is to save a fellow citizen from slavery and teach the slavers a lesson. That’s exactly what I enlisted to do, Sir.”

“Your cousin, huh? Was it the Pussianans? Because I don’t want you to-“

“No, Sir. She was illegally sold in Chattelande to a private collector. Pussianans have nothing to do with it, as far as I know.” She paused to readjust the tone of her voice to sound more confident and reassuring. “You don’t need to worry about me, Sir.”

Tamer pursed his lips, as he always did to express disappointment. “I see. It’s a shame. We are traveling to the other side of the globe to save this minor celebrity, but we aren’t even attempting to save your cousin, an ordinary citizen, from across a mountain range. This is certainly unfair and outrageous, and I share your frustration.”

“Thank you, Sir. I understand why our mission takes precedence, Sir,” she replied.

Tamer let the moment pass and put his left palm on the mission file. “Back to my earlier point,” he started. “You should know, your mission will involve sexual interaction whether you’re caught or not. You have your cover files in front of you. You’ll be playing the part of my wife. The word doesn’t mean the same thing over there. A ‘wife’ is basically a tax-free sex slave who is expected to be utilized in public regularly, even shared with others on occasion. That means you’ll have to serve me sexually in public, whenever necessary.”

“Yes sir, will be my honour.” Katalin tried to sound as professional as she could. She thought she nailed it this time.

I’m glad you have no problem with that,” Tamer said and turned to the other agent he had been ignoring since he arrived. Ktinodis irked him. Even if he weren’t a pod-freak, he would be reluctant to have him on board. He was unprofessional, improper, lax, a brazen rule-breaker…

“Hermes, you’ll be my driver and bodyguard.”

“Aaah!” the other exclaimed sarcastically. “Will I be sucking your cock too?”

Tamer forced a smile. “Not in public. Not in Pussiana, anyway.”

The following momentary interlude in the conversation made Katalin realize that she was still standing naked in the middle of the briefing room. She blushed, but didn’t attempt to put her clothes back on. She didn’t want to let the others know she was embarrassed.

The men seemed to be engaged in a subtle staring contest, and not paying much attention to her goddess-like figure anyway. Eventually Tamer decided to break the silence.

“The FLF will get us in through the Fritz.” He turned to Katalin again. “You’re familiar with the term?”

“Yes Sir, the free trade zone off the coast of Harlotport.” She blushed even more. Now the pause in the conversation had passed, she felt she missed her chance to put her clothes back on.

“Correct,” nodded the commander. “After getting in, we’ll set up base at a small village north of Maidenfair. Our contacts believe that she was being held in a warehouse near the fairgrounds. She was supposed to be auctioned off after the annual Slave Fair, but apparently she was badly damaged at the event. Intelligence says she made a quick recovery and is scheduled to be auctioned next month. We are supposed to get her out before that. We don’t have much time to prepare, so we’re leaving tomorrow.”

“Wouldn’t it be much easier to buy her and then smuggle her out, Sir?”

“Would be easier, Agent Mellek. But the higher-ups want us to save her, not buy her. The mission isn’t just a rescue. It is meant to be a middle finger.” He turned to Hermes. “You’ll like this, Ktinodis. We are allowed to- no, encouraged to inflict as much pain as we can.”

“Yes, I do like the sound of that. Can I make things go boom?”

Tamer smiled affirmatively. Ktinodis stood up and saluted the commander in the most sarcastic way possible. “Then, if you don’t mind, I’ll go pick up the go-boom-stuff from the boomerie.”

Once again, Tamer chose to ignore his playfully disrespectful attitude and nodded. Ktinodis turned on his heels and swiftly left, leaving the commander and the completely nude young woman in the Box.

Once again, an awkward silence. Katalin waited for permission to get dressed again, but Tamer seemed unaware of her growing discomfort. Perhaps she played the role of unabashed, confident libertine too well? Couldn’t he tell that she was getting redder and redder every passing second?

Eventually, her embarrassment grew stronger than her patience. “May I put my clothes back on now, Sir?”

Tamer raised his head from the mission file and looked at the young agent for a few seconds with glossy eyes.

“No,” he replied after a long moment of consideration. “We should see if you really are prepared for the challenge, Agent Mellek. Leave your clothes and follow me. We’ll take a walk to the park, and I’ll ‘utilize’ you there, in public, the Pussianan way.”



“They brought the girl, Sir”

The director finished typing on his computer and turned to his slave sexretary. He stroked his white beard as he blank-stared at the nude blonde for a moment, then his beady little eyes lit with sudden glee. “Ah! The dancer! Okay, tell them to bring her in.”

Suckifuck smiled nervously and stepped aside for the huge man carrying the semi-conscious slavegirl over his shoulder. She was glad that she wouldn’t have to serve her boss for a while. He would be busy with this voluptuous foreign import for the next hour… or two, if she was lucky.

The man dropped the girl onto her feet, pulled her tied wrists up and hooked her to the chain dangling from the ceiling. She groaned and stumbled when he finally let her go. He pressed the button on the wall. A mechanism behind it screeched into action and rusty pulleys tightened the chains until her tiptoes barely touched the floor.

“That’s enough,” waved the director. The attendant pressed the button again to stop the mechanism. The girl struggled to find her balance on her toes and moaned in relief when she managed to do so.

“Thank you, Mr Schooner,” said the old man with his gaze fixed at the fully stretched angelic figure before him. “Why don’t you help yourself to Delilah’s holes on your way out. I won’t be using her for a while.”

Suckifuck’s eyes widened. Schooner thanked the boss, grabbed the blonde sexretary by her neck, and dragged her to the nearest rape cabin. Employees rarely got to fuck this voluptuous babe, so he was going to use this opportunity to the fullest.

The old man waited until they left and rose from his oversized desk. “Welcome,” he said with a soft voice and reached for the young woman’s left cheek. She flinched and attempted to take a step back, but her feet found nothing but air. She swung back towards the short old man again. He smiled and stroke her cheek gently. “I know you’ve been treated rather cruelly during your stay with us. I hate to be the bearer of bad news, you’ll be taken back to your cell in a couple hours, and the violent rape will continue.… But you don’t have to be scared here. I won’t hurt you…” He paused for a moment and grinned. “…as much.”

He backed to his desk and sat on it. “Ah! How rude of me. You don’t even know who I am. I’m Dr. Akuma. I’m the chief viasmologist here.”

She raised her teary eyes and looked at the man confusedly.

“Of course!” He threw his hands in the air. “You never heard the term. It’s a relatively new field in psychology. We specialize in female behavior. Specifically, we focus on the ways to change it through heavy sexual utilization and intense physical stress.”

“You study… r-rape?” the girl stammered.

“Ah! don’t be so crass, please. We prefer the term ‘involuntary utilization of females.’” He stood back up and approached her again. Her muscles flexed with alarm, but she now knew that she was totally defenseless.

“And I can assure you, Miss Pekesnek. It works. It works perfectly. Would you like a demonstration?”

Ayla flinched when she heard her surname after so long. Her rapists never used her real name. They used all kinds of derogatory adjectives and names as they violated and beaten her. She occasionally heard them refer to her as ‘goldenwhore’ too. She remembered hearing that name at that awful Fair when she was whipped on stage and gangraped by the crowd. At first she didn’t understand why they called her that, but then she slowly realized it was her “official’ slave name. All the other girls in her ward had similar names too, some much much worse sounding than hers.

“I take your silence as yes,” smiled the little man and started to unzip his pants. Ayla sighed with frustration and shook her head.

“Please. Please don’t do this. Please let me go. Let me rest. Why are you doing this?”

“For science, Miss Pekesnek, what else?” the man smiled again. He looked too harmless and gentle for a monster who was about to rape her. “As I told you before, we develop techniques to alter female behavior in this facility. In short, we help you become what you should become. The best fucktoy you could be.” He took his semi-erect penis out and dropped it. It was quite big and strong looking, not what one would expect from this short old man. Ayla looked away like a shy virgin, as if that would make the thing disappear.

“Now I’ll prove to you- No, you’ll prove to yourself that our crude and simple techniques work wonderfully. Are you ready?”

Ayla shook her head no again, knowing full well it wouldn’t help.

“Bring my cock to full hardness, worthless fuckwhore!”

She froze. The words ‘worthless fuckwhore’ were all too familiar. Her rapists always used it at the end of commands. Disobeying such a command meant a violent beating.

Suddenly, her skin felt cold and hot at the same time. Confusion and terror spread around her body. Her brain flared, her muscles flexed. She could almost feel her glands secreting hormones. She had to obey. She didn’t want to anger him. She didn’t want to go back to that cold cell to be violated senseless. After a moment of indecision that felt like infinity, she bent her body forward and reached for his member with her blushing crotch, she struggled a little to trap it between her legs, and started to stroke it as well as her restraints allowed. To her surprise -and embarrassment- she proved to be rather adept at massaging his dick using only her thighs.

“Wonderful!” the man exclaimed. “So flexible! Eh, you’re a celebrity dancer after all.” The comment made Ayla lower her eyes in shame.

“That’s hard enough, don’t you think?” said the man after a few seconds. “Now, take it in your vagina and start fucking it, worthless fuckwhore!”

This time her body responded even before her brain understood the words, almost like a reflex. She had little energy left, but she still managed to grab the chains and pull her body up, wrap her long legs around the doctor’s stout body and and position herself for vaginal penetration. Then, as if she had done it for millions of times before, she lowered herself onto his hardened rod. When she felt the organ’s head part her pussy lips and enter her, she let herself go. The entire length penetrated her tight fuckhole and hit her cervix. Her beautiful face contorted with pain and shame.

“That’s a good whore!” he complimented. “Now, start milking it until it fills your slutty cunt with spunk, worthless fuckwhore!”

Ayla obeyed the command immediately, without even thinking, then started to cry in deep shame. She didn’t want to do any of this, but her body was reflexively trying to protect her from the inevitable pain she associated with defiance. She continued to fuck the man like a… like a worthless whore.

The ropes that held her wrists were biting into her soft flesh and the strain on her shoulders was getting worse with every thrust, but she had no choice. She had to make the man cum, or this torture could go on forever. She was ordered to milk his organ to completion after all. Failure definitely meant a violent punishment.
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Thankfully, he wasn’t too hard to please. After a while, she felt him shake abnormally. His member started to throb and exploded like a fire hose in her tortured fuckhole. Not knowing what to do next, she clenched her vaginal muscles to trap the warm fluid inside. She didn’t want to make a mistake at the last second and ruin all that hard work.

“Well done, Miss Pekesnek,” he wheezed once he finished unloading his ballsack into her. This gave Ayla another scare. What would happen if this old man collapsed while raping her? Would she be executed on the spot?

“You may go back to your initial position, worthless whore!” he commanded after catching his breath. She swiftly obeyed by dropping on her tiptoes agin.

He walked back to his desk and sat down, grabbed a glass of water and drank it all. Once he was behind his comically big desk, the old man looked even smaller to her eyes. This image gave the poor girl a small dose of courage to talk without explicit permission.

“You conditioned me!” she said, as realization set in. “You conditioned my body to obey your commands. How could you…”

“You are quite smart, aren’t you?” chuckled the man. “Yes, we did. We use a variety of behavior modification techniques to train women. On you, we used a very old, but effective technique. You now respond to a specific appellation.”

“Worthless fuckwhore?” she interrupted.

“Hah-hah! Very good. Now you must be thinking, how could that be? A smart woman, trained like a dog? Very simple, Ayla. Smarts has nothing to do with it. And even now, after figuring it out and knowing the exact phrase, you can’t help it. It will work all the same. Want to see?”

Ayla desperately shook her head again.

“Tell me that I have the best cock you had ever seen and that you want me to rape you again and again, in every hole, worthless fuckwhore!”

“Yours is the best cock I’ve ever seen, and I want you to rape me again and again in every hole,” replied the woman, without hesitation. Tears gushed out of her eyes.

Akuma laughed out loud and took another sip from his glass. “Don’t worry, Miss Pekesnek. We will start again in a minute. We have three more hours until you go back to your cell.”
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Katalin kept her head high and eyes forward as she walked through the corridors of the facility. They weren’t noticed by anyone at first, besides a few secretaries who had already “seen everything.” But as they went downstairs and entered areas people with lower clearance levels had access to, the young agent’s exceptionally beautiful naked figure started to attract more and more eyeballs.

Nobody in her earshot seemed to comment on this unusual sight, but she could almost hear them thinking, judging. This was the most humiliating thing she had to do in her entire life. She had been naked in front of men and women before, of course. She wasn’t a shy virgin or a prude, and she had done “wild” things in the past. She had even visited a nude colony near Picsaváros, her home city, when she was younger. This, however, was her workplace and her coworkers, people she wanted to respect her as an agent.

“You’ll always walk a step behind me,” said the commander without even looking at the girl.

“Yes Sir,” she replied and let him go ahead.

“You sound like a soldier. Talk softer, with a reverent tone. Barely louder than a whisper will do.”

“Yes Sir,” she responded with a quieter voice, trying her best to follow his directions.

“And we can dispense with that emphatic ‘Sir,’ from now on. You are supposed to be my wife. No sirs or masters necessary. You should get used to calling me by my cover name. We are the Wolfsons, Alex and Marisa.

“Yes… um… Alex.”

Tamer had no more comments. He seemed satisfied with her at the moment. Katalin was, on the other hand, about to go insane with extreme embarrassment, as she had to pass through a crowd of agents and officers who were heading to the mess hall. She recognized several of her fellow trainees from the academy. It took all her mental strength to nod and smile at them as they watched her cross the lobby in her birthday suit.

“Don’t interact with others unless I engage them in conversation first,” Tamer warned. “Not even eye contact or smiling. You aren’t allowed to talk to people independently. Eyes front. Head lowered. You may not be a slave, but you’re still my property.”

The Commander’s words set the girl’s mind aflame. She thought she was prepared for anything, but accessing the mindset of Pussianan female was harder than she expected. There were so many rules she had to obey.

Once they exited the building and cool air licked her naked skin, Katalin found slight relief. Somehow, being naked in public felt less humiliating, even though people kept turning their heads and making audible comments about this unusual sight.

She got more and more confident and her posture straightened as they reached and entered the nearby park. She started to think that it wasn’t that big a deal, after all. Public nudity was unusual in the Federation, yes, but wasn’t illegal or anything. It was considered improper, not indecent. Context mattered, of course. She could see tens of young people, most of them girls, sunbathing on the main lawn. She was basically in the same situation… minus a string bikini.

Tamer walked casually until he found a bench in the middle of the park. “Of course, he had to pick the one which can be seen from every corner of the park,” thought Katalin. He sat down, and the young agent made a hesitant move to sit next to him.

“Stop!” ordered the commander, and pointed to the ground in front of him. “There. On your knees.”

Katalin stood there for a moment, puzzled, then she clumsily went down on her knees. She immediately knew she screwed up. The speed, the posture, everything was wrong. Disappointed in herself, she sat on her heels and braced for a scolding.

The Commander didn’t say anything at first. Just pursed his lips and shook his head slightly.

“A few years ago, counterintelligence captured a foreign spy, Arrowite, a few blocks from here,” he started after a long pause. “He was trying to gain access to… never mind where. He was almost in too. A very smart man, fluent speaker, managed to create a fake employee identity for himself, produced perfect copies of government keycards, passed all security checks… Just a few doors left between him and his target. He would have succeeded too, had he not screwed up at the last moment.” He paused for dramatic effect. “Do you know what gave him away?”

Katalin shook her head.

“He didn’t hold the door for a secretary.”

“What?”

“He entered the department where his target was, but he didn’t hold the door for the female secretary walking behind him. He wasn’t used to interacting with females in such a civilized way. She got suspicious, and they got him.”

“Oh, he was caught because he wasn’t polite?”

“Exactly. He was executed a month ago.”

“Soo…” Katalin looked on. The point of the story eluded her.

“So,” Tamer continued. “We’ll be caught and executed, if you hesitate when I order you to kneel before me.”

Katalin immediately turned bright red with embarrassment. “I’m so sorry, Sir. It won’t happen again.”

The commander pursed his lips once more. “You just called me Sir again.” He made a gun with his finger, pointed to his head and then hers. “Bang! Bang!”

“I… I’m so sorry, Alex. I…”

The following long pause almost broke the young agent, who was fighting back tears. How humiliating would it be if she started crying in front of her commanding officer, while she was naked and on her knees in the middle of a public park! Sounded like a genuine Pussianan experience, actually.

Still, she preferred a merciless scolding to this unnerving silence.

“I never attended the ‘Academy,’” he continued, once he decided that she suffered enough. “I joined before it was formed. Your generation has a more formal, ‘academic’ training. Special courses on different cultures, languages, country-specific blending techniques, infiltration…” He paused again. “even seduction?”

Katalin looked up and nodded, trying not to look embarrassed.

“Of course, with workplace regulations and legal protections, female agents cannot be forced to ‘practice’ the techniques they are taught. Still, you must be book-smart.”

Katalin nodded again. “Yes…” She stopped abruptly. She wasn’t sure if she was supposed to be Agent Katalin Mellek or obedient wife Marisa Wolfson at that moment. Tamer seemed to be speaking as her commander, so she decided to reply as herself. “I am… book-smart, as you said.”

“Do you have a boyfriend? Girlfriend?” he asked, unexpectedly.

“I… Back home I was part of a loose poly-group of two men and three women, Sir.”

“Good. You are not a virgin then?”

“No Sir.” She blushed again.

“Am I making you uncomfortable with these questions, Agent?” asked Tamer this time and leaned forward. Katalin shook her head no. She was lying.
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“Do you give good head?”

She swallowed nervously, then nodded again. “I… I’m t-told I’m g-good,” she stammered.

Tamer leaned back with his unwavering expression of indifference and fell silent for while. Then he took out his phone, started to play with it, and commanded with a soft but authoritative tone.

“Begin. Ten minutes, non-stop, soft and slow.”

Chills went down the young woman’s spine. She wasn’t going to hesitate this time. She wasn’t going to fail to ‘hold the door.’ She swiftly crawled between the commander’s legs, opened his zipper and took out his semi-erect member. She held it up and wrapped her full lips around it without thinking. She felt the blood rushing in and filling the spongy tissue. It quickly came alive and hardened in her mouth, turning into a real jawbreaker.

Then, in the middle of the public park, before the surprised eyes of the passers-by, the naked young woman began moving her mouth up and down his shaft, slowly, gently. This was an important test, and she was determined to pass it with flying colors.



“Use more tongue, worthless fuckwhore!”

Ayla groaned and obeyed the command without hesitation. Dr. Akuma’s surprisingly large organ was buried deep in her throat, but she was somehow able to move her tongue to serve him the way he wanted. Her lips were numb and her throat was sore from the relentless pounding she had received earlier. She was flabbergasted by the old man’s endurance. He had already raped her thrice before this, and came inside her like a geyser every time, but still seemed to able to get another erection in minutes. This was abnormal even for a young male. He must have been on some kind of infernal medication, she thought.

Still, she preferred this terrible ordeal to her cell. She was on her hands and knees, like a filthy dog, choking on this soft-speaking psycho bastard’s wrinkly dick. Before she was kidnapped, she’d never had a penis in her mouth. She’d had brief relationships with a few men before she met her first girlfriend, but she never had to give them blowjobs. That’s probably why that violent skullfucking was what had traumatized her the most at the Fair gangrape. Of all her injuries, her jaw had healed the last. And she could still taste those filthy cocks in her mouth after all that time.

Of course, she was treated as a mere object with three fuckholes throughout her stay in this horrible facility, and her mouth became her rapists’ favorite orifice to use. She lost count of the cocks she was forced to please. She was faceraped regularly, hourly, sometimes by multiple men at the same time.

This was different. In her cell, where she was kept fully restrained at all times, she was just a set of warm holes. In here, she was allowed to move, to act. She was given considerable freedom.
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“Almost done. When I’m cumming, I want you to deepthroat my cock and stay there. Don’t you waste a drop this time, worthless fuckwhore.”

She whimpered to let him know she understood the command and continued to suck with a slightly increased pace. To her surprise, she noticed she was moving her head with some kind of pleasant tempo, a rhythm, almost musical. Was her mind trying to turn this horrible torment into some kind of dance? She had been a dancer since forever, and her passion permeated all aspects of her life. She turned everything into a little dance: Cooking, shopping, even boring drudgery like doing the laundry. The more boring the task was, the greater the challenge. She always loved that challenge.

But a blowjob? Could a blowjob be made into a little dance? Sure. But she didn’t want to. She didn’t want to accept this torment as her reality. It was a temporary nightmare, it had to be… and she’d wake up soon. She knew it.

This time Akuma didn’t wait to see if she’d obey his command or not. When he was about to climax, he grabbed her head with both hands and pressed it down, burying his cock in her face fully. This unexpected assault made her gag and choke violently. As she struggled to relieve the pressure at the back of her throat, he started to unload once again. Her unprepared mouth quickly filled with his salty warm spunk. She immediately sealed her lips around the organ in terror, in order not to let any of the fluid ooze out. She had received a clear command about not wasting a drop earlier. She had to obey, had to please her rapist to the fullest.

Akuma held her head like a ball until his testicles were fully drained, and collapsed back in his chair. He let her go and his hands dropped to the sides. Ayla remained in position for a few more seconds, until she had swallowed every single drop in her mouth. Once she was certain that nothing was left, she slowly pulled her head back with her lips still wrapped around the old man’s dick. It popped out of her mouth and dropped to the side, like a fallen soldier. A final drop of cum appeared at its tip when it hit his thigh. Ayla launched in panic and swiftly licked it off.

This time Akuma needed more time to recuperate. This long pause in the rape gave the young woman a chance to relax. She switched her weight from her bound hands to her knees. Her body was at the threshold of a spasm, she felt. This was the most amount of movement she had been allowed to have in weeks. Considering the way she was constantly restrained in her cell, it was a miracle that her muscles hadn’t atrophied already.

She tried to guess how long she had left before she was taken back to that horrible rape-bed. Ironically, she wanted to stay here instead. She preferred this feeble old man to keep using her holes one after another. He had already used each of her orifices once and her mouth twice. Every time she felt that he was done, he somehow managed to get another boner and started fucking her all over again.

Strangely, she found herself praying for his recovery now. She hoped he had at least one more rape in him.

Akuma took another sip from his water. Perhaps that water is magic, Ayla thought. Laced with drugs, electrolytes, vitamins, whatever made that monster of a dick repeatedly rise from the dead like a zombie. That thought reminded her that she was very thirsty. The salty jizz taste in her mouth intensified the feeling.

“You progressed very quickly,” Akuma said after a while. “I didn’t expect it to happen. A foreigner like you…” Another gulp from his water. Ayla licked her lips, unwittingly. “When we train cunts raised in pre-slavery countries, they take longer to reach this point. So when my men reported me about your progress, I didn’t believe them. Turns out they were right. You’re stage one already.”

“W-what is stage one?” Ayla asked with a tired voice and swallowed. Her well-fucked throat hurt like hell.

“Your body accepted your nature as a fucktoy,” the old man said with a grin. “It now knows its purpose. Next, we will make your conscious mind accept it too.” She shook her head no, with fresh tears in her eyes. The man simply ignored her and continued. “And then, when you’re stage two, you will LOVE being a fucktoy. At that point we no longer need these ropes, cuffs or straps, Miss Pekesnek.”
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A loud click woke Ayla up. It took the young woman a few seconds to remember where she was. She was still lying on the floor of Akuma’s office, his cum oozing out of her well-fucked orifices.

Her entire body hurt and her holes were sore, but she was relieved to wake up on this cold dirty floor instead of her cell. Did she sleep here? Perhaps just lost consciousness during rape… She didn’t really know the difference any more. Why did the old man kept her here while she was out? What could be the reason for such kindness?

“Ah! You’re back with us, Miss Pekesnek. Just in time too.” He gestured towards the phone on his desk. “I was talking to our generous beneficiaries. There are some interesting new developments regarding your future.”

Ayla raised her head and sat on her heels with difficulty. She held her breath and braced for the bad news.

“Good news,” Akuma continued with the least rapey grin he’d had all day. “You won’t be auctioned off at the end of the month.”

“I was going to be auctioned off?” Ayla stuttered. She had no idea.

“Oh yes. We were rushing your training to make the deadline. Haven’t you noticed the change in your utilization schedule? You were being violated twice as much for the last two weeks.”

Ayla swallowed.

Akuma rolled his office chair towards the naked young woman on her knees and put his hand on her head. She flinched at his touch again, but did not pull away. “You don’t have to worry about that any more. You were ‘nationalized’ only a few minutes ago. You now belong to the Ministry of Propaganda, Miss Pekesnek. You’re state property.”

She opened her eyes wide with concern. She had been kept under lock in a strange facility and raped daily, but she never really thought about what all this really meant. Now, the word ‘property’ put everything in perspective. She was a sex slave. Of course she was. And there was no waking up from this nightmare.

“You can rejoice, Ayla,” he continued and made a fist with her long hair trapped between his fingers. He pulled her up and towards himself. She followed the sharp pain in her scalp and sat on his lap without putting up any resistance. He let her go and started to casually explore her gorgeous body with his bony fingers. “You won’t be rotting in a windowless cell any more. You’ll be taken outside. See the sun. Breathe the fresh air.” He cupped her left breast and squeezed it like a plush toy. She barely noticed. The image of the open sky was stretching in her mind now. Oh, how much she missed being outside.
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“The downside is, they’ll parade you around the country as a propaganda piece. You’ll be taken to every city, town, and village, only to be violently and thoroughly gangraped in the main square, on stage. Your suffering and humiliation will be televised internationally. You’ll be forced to beg for it too, so the people in pre-slavery countries can see what a woman is for. You’ll be the shining example of a deceived foreigner finding her true purpose in life.”

“They’ll use me for Arrowite propaganda? I’d rather die,” Ayla said defiantly. She was surprised that she had it in her after all she had been through.

“Oh, you will, eventually,” Akuma chuckled. “After they are finished with you, they will make up a reason to rapexecute you in the most spectacular way. It will be a glorious snuffing. And believe me, you’ll beg for it too. On TV.”

Ayla felt cold. She just knew that he was telling the truth.

“All this talk about publicly snuffing such a wonderful beauty made me hard again,” Akuma grinned. “I can’t wait to watch that show in a year or two. But for now, you’ll live. And you will suck cock. Millions of them, literally. So, let’s keep practicing, shall we?”

He pulled her head away from himself in order to slap her hard. She fell on the ground, but was quickly pulled onto her knees again. He grabbed her head once more and shoved his hardened cock between her lips.

He started to fuck her throat but stopped after a few thrusts. She knew what was expected from her. She didn’t even need to hear a command with the special key phrase at the end. She rose on her knees and started to suck on his long shaft like an obedient worthless fuckwhore.



For the first few minutes, She felt like she was having an out-of-body experience. The situation was as surreal as it could be. She was naked and on her knees in the middle of a public park, dutifully sucking her mission commander’s cock as he apathetically looked at his smartphone.

Tamer ignored her and her efforts completely. Not a sound or a slight tremor in his body, even when Katalin tried her best to excite and please him. She tried hard too. She knew that the entire point of this exercise was to prepare her for the daily humiliation she’ll be experiencing in Pussiana. She didn’t really have to please him. She just had to look like she did. But she was an incorrigible perfectionist and a bit of a teacher’s pet. She had to do a good job. She had to impress him with her skills. She wanted to feel him squirm, move, let out a little groan… something.

But she was unable to get a reaction from the man. Either she was bad at this, or he was in complete control of his body. She chose to believe the latter was the case.

She had to do a better job. It was a new challenge for her. Up to that moment, she never felt this inadequate sexually. Men were simple, she always thought. Rub the thing a few times and they would climax. That straightforward technique never failed before.
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His order was to do it softly and slowly, so a change of pace was out of the question. She decided to go deeper and louder instead. She started to moan and slurp as sexily as she could. Once again, this attracted more attention from the people passing by, but his response was nothing like she hoped for. He moved only a little, probably because of annoyance. He let her try for another minute or two, then put his phone in his pocket and ordered without looking at her.

“Enough. Rest for 30 seconds.”

Katalin lifted her head and looked at the commander. “But… you didn’t… I’m sorry, Alex. I couldn’t satisfy you fully.” Once again, she had to fight back tears. She was surprised and confused by the intense disappointment she felt.

“That’s okay. I didn’t order you to do so.” He finally turned to her and pursed his lips. “Sit straight. Arch your back. Palms on thighs.”

Katalin swiftly followed his instructions, trying not to break down weeping.

“Don’t be too upset,” the commander continued as if he read her mind. “It’s practically impossible for a woman raised in a free country to immediately access the mindset of a Pussianan female.” They are bred for one purpose and one purpose only: Pleasing men. You won’t be able to understand and emulate their behavior.”

Katalin nodded and forced a smile, trying hard to keep her composure. The conclusion she drew form what he said was simple: She couldn’t please him.

Tamer continued. “But you should be convincing enough. She nodded again. All her energy was going to adjusting her posture. Passers-by kept looking at her and whispering. She didn’t need them to remind her that she was naked and subserviently kneeling before a man, but every pair of eyeballs that noticed her intensified her embarrassment further.

So, she did what she always did whenever she felt nervous, self-conscious, or inadequate. She aggressively overcompensated.

“Would you like to fuck me too, dear?” she asked. She wanted to use a sexy and confident voice, but she sounded like a nervous teenager instead.

Tamer didn’t seem to notice her voice cracking. Katalin wasn’t sure, of course. The man never showed emotion. He could as well be terribly disappointed in her and planning to replace her with a better agent. Even an experienced whore would be a better fit for the mission than a rookie like her.

“No need. I’ve seen enough.”

The young woman felt cold all of a sudden. Did she fail the test?

He leaned forward again. “You told me that you do a good northern accent. Let’s hear it.“

The young agent swallowed and tried to think of something to say. “I hope you enjoyed the blowjob, dear,” she started in Pussianan, and hated her performance immediately. She lowered her voice and softened the rural accent a bit. “I was a bit nervous today, but I’ll do it better next time, I promise.”

Tamer pursed his lips again. Katalin knew that she had failed to impress the man.

“You’ll keep working on that until you get better, Marise” he said and stood up. “You don’t have much time.” He turned around and walked away. Once again, his response was terse and ambiguous. Did he mean the blowjob or the accent? Both?

Katalin jumped to her feet, remembering to move as gracefully as possible only half-way. She bit her lip in frustration as she followed the man. Why did she keep failing like this? Was it Tamer? He was an unusual man with a disquieting presence, and he was making her second-guess everything she did.

She walked a step behind with her eyes lowered, like she was instructed earlier. She didn’t know if she passed or failed the commander’s test, but she was glad that it was finally over. She couldn’t wait to get back and pick up her clothes. After crossing the park in the nude again, she could now see the nondescript building that housed the foreign operations unit.

The commander stopped at the gate, looked at the boring building for a second and turned towards the opposite direction. Katalin, confused, opened her mouth to say something, but the man was already meters away. What was she supposed to do now? She realized that he called her Marise before he walked away. Did that mean she was supposed to stay in character? Wasn’t the test over yet?

She sighed and ran after him. Tamer didn’t slow down or wait for her. Just kept walking at a steady pace. She caught up with him and followed quietly until they arrived at a parking lot that also belonged to the Agency. He took out a remote and pressed a button. The trunk of a nearby blue sedan popped open. He stood next to it and turned to the stunned young woman.

It took Katalin a couple of seconds to understand what was expected from her, and a few more to gather her strength to do it. Then, she dragged her feet to the car and quietly climbed into the trunk. If he wanted to play a game of chicken with her, he’d find her to be a stubborn competitor. Tamer waited for her to find a relatively comfortable position and then closed the door, leaving the naked young woman shivering in complete darkness.
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During the trip, Katalin tried to keep track of the distances and turns the car made. She was trained to do so in such situations, of course. The trunk of the sedan wasn’t airtight, but it was still rather hard to breathe in that cramped space. If this were a real kidnapping, she would have been tied and gagged, and probably unconscious too. She was glad that the commander didn’t go that far.

After a ten-minute drive, the car slowed down, entered a garage, and stopped. Katalin listened as Tamer got out of the car, walked around the room, and finally came back to unlock the trunk. Her muscles instinctively flexed in order to launch an attack, but she realized that she was supposed to be his wife and this wasn’t a kidnapping. This was a common Pussianan practice to remind women of their place.

He opened the trunk and stepped aside to let her out. Katalin took a deep breath and forced a smile, then stepped out as gracefully as one can do. She quickly scanned the garage they were in.

“Where are we, Marise?” asked the man in perfect Pussianan. He sounded like a different man. Warmer, even. Like a husband?

“I’m not completely familiar with this city yet, dear. But I believe we are at home, in the suburbs, 5 kilometers north-north-west of our starting point.”

The commander didn’t purse his lips this time. Katalin struggled to hide a victorious smile. Was she finally able to impress him?

“How can you get out of here?”

“Just one exit, and it’s behind you… dear,” she replied. “There is a metal rake on my right and a garden hose next to it. I can use them to overpower you.” Tamer didn’t say anything. “But,” the girl continued, “I’d probably use this crowbar you left in the trunk instead.” She showed the blunt metal object she had been hiding behind her back, then carefully put it back in the trunk. “Thankfully, Pussianan females are supposed to keep their arms at their backs most of the time to push their big tits forward. Perfect for distraction and hiding weapons.”

Tamer’s face did a weird thing. Katalin realized that it was sort of a smile. “Come, honey,” he said and opened the garage door.

As she followed the man into the house, cool air hit the young woman and reminded her that she was still completely naked. This was probably the longest time she had ever spent out of her clothes. The funny thing was, she was getting used to it. She kept forgetting that her genitals had been fully exposed since she left the Box. They were seen by hundreds of strangers at the park and on the street, not to mention a huge number of her colleagues at the Agency.

She wasn’t an oblivious idiot. She was well-aware of her exceptional beauty. She couldn’t help but wonder what percentage of people who saw her naked would think of her when they masturbated tonight. The lewd thought gave her a blush and a smile.

Of course, there was one man whom she failed to impress with her beauty. Whenever he looked at her, Tamer kept perfect eye contact and never looked down to admire her gorgeous figure. He probably had checked her out at one point, she assumed, but she wasn’t able to catch him doing that. Even when she was blowing him at the park, he had looked away, apparently unimpressed by her genuine efforts to please. Katalin was certain that he wouldn’t masturbate thinking of her tonight.

Of course he wouldn’t. Because he had the real thing at his disposal!

Katalin’s eyes widened with this realization. Since they were playing husband and wife… was she expected to perform her wifely duties now?

“Salami and cheese sandwich.”

She raised her head and looked at Tamer with a confused expression. He turned without waiting for a response and sat down on the couch.

“Yes dear,” she stammered and found her way to the kitchen. She opened the refrigerator and quickly assembled the ingredients, which were neatly organized in a perfectly optimized order. She then immediately knew without question: This was Tamer’s real home, not an Agency safehouse.
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A few moments later she returned with his snack and knelt in front of him subserviently, the way he had instructed her to at the park.

“Bon appétit, dear. Anything else? Perhaps another blowjob while you eat?”

There, she overcompensated again. Did she even want to do it? He had a very nice penis, she thought, and she’d have liked sucking it if this wasn’t a professional engagement. She would definitely enjoy it a lot regardless, if he responded to her efforts more positively. The best part of giving head was seeing the man enjoy it. The effect on the men, she liked, not so much the act itself. The commander, frustratingly, didn’t provide any feedback at all.

“No.”

Her face contorted once again. Another rejection? She didn’t even want to do it, but now, she was disappointed that he didn’t want her to.
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He took a bite from his sandwich. Katalin looked at him intently. He didn’t purse his lips. Some relief, at least.

“A woman’s mouth has other uses. Tell me about yourself, Marise.”

She sat on her heels and arched her back when she heard her cover name again. Her body wasn’t fully adjusted to the so-called Pussianan posture yet. “As you already know, dear,” she started, “I was born in Twattenham to a middle class family. My father home-schooled me and my sisters to keep us chaste… like they often do in the north. My older sisters Dina and Kate were sold to slavery for a lot of money, and then my father died of a heart attack before he could sell me too. I used his inheritance to buy a half-term freedom permit and pay for college. I met you at Bordelia University and fell madly in love. You didn’t enslave me when we married, but I dropped out of college to better serve you as your wife.”

“How do you like your daily routine? Do you enjoy the simple life of a Pussianan housewife?”

“Oh yes, very much,” she replied, fighting the powerful urge to inflect sarcasm. She remembered having a variety of reactions when she read her cover story earlier, oscillating between amused and horrified. The life of a woman in Pussiana, or in any androcratic dictatorship for that matter, was indeed simple. She would call it laughable, if it wasn’t mind-bogglingly tragic.

“I wake up at 6:30, prepare your breakfast and lay down your clothes. Wake you up with a soft blowjob at 7 o’clock sharp.” Back to the topic of blowjobs again? She almost licked her lips, unconsciously. “That’s my favorite time of the day, dear. My morning rituals. And it’s always better if you decide to utilize me thoroughly before you leave for work.” She watched the commander’s face for signs of amusement. It remained unchanged. He didn’t seem to find all this as hilarious as she did, apparently. “Then I cook, clean the house, prepare myself to better serve you, and wait for your return by the door, on my knees. When… if you return, I kiss your feet to welcome you. I serve you a snack… just like this one… and give you a nice long blowjob while you are eating. After that, I do whatever you want me to do, and you do whatever you want to do to me.” She relaxed after getting all that out in one breath, and more importantly, without cracking up in laughter. She was pleased with her performance, even though the subject material sounded unbelievably surrealistic to her.

“Favorite TV show as a teenager?”

“I always say it was Bunnyhops. But secretly, I religiously watched Judge Bigdick when my dad went to sleep.”

“First rape?

“High school, third floor, men’s room. Trevor Meeks pulled me inside and forced me to suck his cock. I thought he’d let me go afterwards, he kept me there for the next hour and fucked my ass a few times instead. The janitor found and untied me after the school was out, but only after I agreed to suck his cock too.” This answer gave Katalin a pause when she’s done saying it. Suddenly she felt sorry for this imaginary girl the Agency created for her as a cover.

“Oh? Then how did we first met?”

“Oh fuck!” exclaimed the girl. “I’m so sorry, dear. I was… confused. That story was how we met. You forced me into the men’s room to rape me. What Trevor Meeks did… um… it was actually…”

Once again, Katalin found herself at the brink of tears. Another failure, and a big one too.

“He date-raped you after seeing a movie called Dr. Frankie Steinn’s Monster. That’s what I recall.”

“Yes, that’s right,” exhaled Katalin and lowered her eyes in shame. The humiliation she felt was overwhelming.

Tamer took another bite from his snack. “This is a very good sandwich,” he commented. “I’m glad I married you. You are a good woman. A good, dutiful, obedient wife.”

“Yes, dear. I’m glad too.” Why was he sidestepping her gross mistake just like that? Was that pity? That was a mistake that could cost them their lives. She felt patronized by his refusal to scold her for failing to remember the details of her cover story.

He leaned forward, ready to stand up. “I think I’m going to turn in early today. Tomorrow will be an exhausting day at work. We have a very important project coming. We need to finish preparations in a short time. And frankly, I’m still not sure if my colleagues would be able to handle the pressure.”

“I’m sure she… they will,” she responded breathlessly. “I’m… You’re tired and stressed. Let me relax you. Please… please use me like… I mean. I exist to serve and obey you, dear.”

She stood up and took his hand. Then she led him to the bedroom, heart in throat. Unable to look at the man in the eye, she crossed the corridor that lead to the bedroom trying to muster the strength to do what she had to do. She pushed the door open and pressed the light switch.

She froze. This certainly wasn’t the scene she had expected to see. Two beautiful women, reclining on the bed completely naked, with their wrists tied together and tethered to the wooden bedposts on either side. The short haired blonde straightened up and winked.

“Finally, you decided to bring her here, huh? I thought that kinky talk would never end.”

“Not that we were bored or anything,” chimed in the brunette with a warm smile. Her dark brown hair was held in a long braid that wrapped around her head, which gave her a regal air. “Was that role play or something? I particularly liked the blowjob and anal in the men’s room part. I was tempted to touch myself even, but as you can see…” She made a sad face and showed her wrists, tied to the bed above her head.
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Tamer smiled and walked in, leaving the stunned agent at the doorway. “Ladies,” he started as he moved to take off his turtleneck, “this is Katalin, one of my coworkers.” He folded the turtleneck and put it neatly on the nearby chair. “Katalin, this is my wife Özge, and our good friend Nergis.”

“Our good friend?” huffed the brunette. “Try ‘our horny threesome slut.’ I spend more time tied to your bed than in my own home, for crying out loud.”

Tamer chuckled and sat down on the bed to give a passionate kiss to each woman, then started to untie the beauties. They immediately embraced him and pulled him onto the bed like horny mermaids.

“You can relax now, Mellek,” he said and smiled, almost like a normal person, as his horny companions started to unzip his pants. “I was only teasing you before. You’ll do fine. With the project, I mean.” Before he could finish, his pants were gone already. “You surprised me the moment you agreed to follow me to the park, actually. I knew you were perfect for the job right there and then. But you kept going and going, so I had to see the final limit of your commitment. Apparently there is none. Very impressive. You don’t give up easily, do you? ”

Katalin managed to close her gaping mouth at last and swallowed. “Yes,” she exhaled. She wasn’t able to fully comprehend the compliment she was given yet, and the sexy scene that quickly developed right in front of her eyes overwhelmed all her senses, but she was relieved.

“Relax, Katalin,” he repeated. “You won, and you’re free to go. I’m sorry I dragged you all the way here. Please, take the car. It belongs to the ‘company.’ The key is on the ignition.”

Katalin took a step back, as if she was punched in the face. She couldn’t take her eyes away from the two beautiful women, who were now kissing and licking her mission commander’s fully erect monster of a cock like crazed harpies. Was it that huge and delicious-looking when she was sucking on it at the park? It certainly looked bigger and more attractive now. Perhaps that was the added effect of two other females fighting over it.

“Aww! You’re sending her away? Look at that beauty! Why don’t we turn this ordinary threesome into a memorable foursome?” asked Özge as she shoved her husband’s delighted organ into her girlfriend’s eager mouth.

“Yes!” exclaimed Nergis with a mouthful of cock. “Come join us sweetie! We can do that morning-blowjob-in-bed thing you talked about, but with three sets of lips.”

Katalin swallowed and weighed her options for a few seconds. Then she took a deep breath and gracefully sat down on the armchair that faced the bed.

“Maybe later,” she said with newfound confidence. “I think I’ll sit back and enjoy the spectacle for now. I want to watch him sweat for a change.”
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Hermes Ktinodis was not the most popular agent in the bureau. Everybody knew about his ‘extraordinary’ military background, of course. Other agents and officers who had served in the Yaski War and seen him and his comrades in action disliked and feared him, and operation reports -though largely redacted- contained enough horror stories to scare the younger generations.

The reputation was well deserved. He probably had more combat kills than the entire Agency combined. Of course he couldn’t possibly know the exact number. He didn’t remember the details.

He was the luckiest of his kind. Because of a near-fatal chest wound he had received towards the end of the war, he was taken to rehab and missed his remaining scheduled pod sessions. It turned out those last two made all the difference. He had responded positively to rehab and psych assistance after the war, while others rapidly deteriorated and went batshit insane. When the military eventually had decided to solve the growing pod-squad problem, he had been the only one to be spared.

What ultimately saved him was the insistently positive reports of his doctor, who would later become his wife. He spent the best years of his life with her, until she suddenly died from cancer several years ago.

Not even the passing of a spouse had humanized him in the eyes of his coworkers. He was sure that many thought he had something to do with the death of his beloved life partner. He saw the suspicion and disdain on their faces, no matter how well-trained they were in controlling their expressions.

The young blonde secretary who handed him the equipment requisition forms had the same look in her pretty green eyes. But perhaps a hint of desire too? He recognized that subtle spark in many women’s eyes. The temptation and excitement they felt when they met a monster. They dreamed of taming and redeeming that violent, dark, mysterious beast, as well as surrendering their bodies to its unpredictable, ferocious strength.

The least desired operative in the Agency, secretly a common object of desire. Irony!

He wasn’t one to refrain from using that strange attraction to his advantage, of course. He bedded many of his colleagues, some regularly and at the same time. He was good at it too. He just knew that this blonde secretary would be moaning under him in a week or two.

He smiled at the young woman in an ambiguously lewd manner and turned around. He had perfected that smile throughout the years. It was like a mind virus. She’d be trying to understand what it meant for a long while, and end up daydreaming about him fucking her in the bathroom. Perhaps he’d grant her wish after this mission?

Ah, yes! The mission. He put the equipment requisition forms under his arm and headed to the Box. He passed two more secretaries on the way, one of which he had already sampled a few times. He entered and quickly closed the door, sealing the surveillance-proof room. Tamer and Mellek were already there, reading the documents in front of them on either end of the table.

“Aaah!” he exclaimed. “You fucked!”

The commander ignored his remark and picked up the forms he handed to him. Mellek, on the other hand, almost jumped in panic. “Beg your pardon?”

“You are sitting as far as possible, not making eye contact. I haven’t seen anyone looking at a paper this intently. You either have the world’s most interesting documents in front of you, or you fucked yesterday.”

“Or perhaps, it’s both,” said Tamer. “Thankfully, it’s none of your business.” He picked one of the forms from the middle of the pile and lifted it. “A DMF-34, Hermes? Really?”

“You said I could make things go boom,” said Ktinodis. “That stuff will add two more ‘o’s to the word boom.”

“Too many ‘o’s,” said Tamer and put the paper away from the pile.

“Is that what you gave her last night?” chuckled the man and winked at Katalin.

Katalin blushed but managed to control her anger. Surprisingly, she wasn’t embarrassed as much as she expected. Hermes made a note of her reaction and grinned slightly, then he sat down. Just in the middle, perhaps a few centimeters closer to the young woman. Katalin leaned back, quickly calculating her next move. Should she ignore the guy like the commander did and let it go?

No, of course not. She had to aggressively overcompensate as always.

“Actually, yes, the commander was nice enough to invite me to his bedroom last night,” she started. Tamer looked up for a moment and returned to the forms Ktinodis brought. Hermes swivelled towards the young agent with a look of fascination. “Sadly, I wasn’t penetrated myself, but I got to watch an exciting spectacle instead. I must say, he is more than capable to lead us in a mission in a place like Pussiana.”

“Ah!” Ktinodis exclaimed again, “a spectacle you say?” His inability to come up with a witty snark made Katalin feel better immediately. Perhaps this was one of the rare instances that her instinctual and often ineffective tactic worked? She smiled and leaned back. She felt she had the upper hand in the conversation, so she decided to change the subject before Ktinodis came up with something better.

“I asked around about you, Agent Ktinodis. I hear you are one of the-”

“Pod monsters?” he interrupted. This upset the woman.

“Uh… I was going to say ‘elite commandos.’ What was it called, the Wolfpack?”

“Yes, but pod monster is fine too. I know what they call us… well, it’s just me now.” He paused for a few seconds. “Yes, what you heard is true. I volunteered for the experimental ‘enhancement program” when I was a young corporal in the Army. And it turned me into a freak, in every sense of the word.”

Katalin sidestepped the word freak. “You served at the front?”

“I was deployed at Mandagrad. The boys and I solved that miserable stalemate in only three days. The Yaskies came grovelling for a ceasefire a week later.”

She nodded and waited for him to continue, but he didn’t. The lewd chatterbox was terse all of a sudden. “I was only two at the time,” she said, “ but I remember my parents telling stories about the war.” She leaned forward, and put her elbows on the table. “Is it true that you… black-out during-”

“Black out? Nah. It’s more like seeing red, like a crazed bull. You spot the enemy and make a beeline for them without even thinking. When you’re done, they’d be in chunks.”

The striking visual that rushed into her mind made Katalin blush.

“In that state… could you tell friend from foe? Wouldn’t you also hurt your comrades?”

“Sometimes. Most of the boys in the program weren’t as good in picking targets. Unfortunately, they had to be ‘retired’ after the war.” He fell silent again.

Katalin didn’t like the awkward silence. She decided to press on. “What else can you-”

“I can take a lot of punishment and keep going for hours,” Hermes interrupted, and winked. “and I’m not talking just on the battlefield.” He leaned forward and put his elbows on the table, mockingly mirroring Katalin. “Would you like a demonstration? I’m free after the meeting.”

Katalin straightened up hastily and opened her mouth to respond, but nothing came out. Thankfully the commander interjected and ended the awkward stalemate.

“Charming isn’t he?” He signed a few of the forms and pushed the thinned stack towards Hermes. “Gather these as soon as possible. We’ll leave tomorrow.

Ktinodis made a sad face and picked up the forms. Barely half of what he requested was approved. “You’re no fun,” he said and stood up. “You don’t let me take a DMF with me, you don’t let her fuck.” He winked at Katalin once again, turned around on his heels, and left.

Katalin looked at the commander for a moment to see his reaction, and turned her eyes to the list of equipment she was supposed to bring with her. It started with the usual field kit, but the second half had a few non-standard items. Handcuffs, a dildo, a ballgag?

“I think there is a mix up, Sir,” she smiled. “This is probably your wife’s shopping list, not the operation req-list.” As soon as she finished her sentence, she regretted the inappropriate joke. Yes, she did suck his cock in the middle of a park and watched him rail a couple of women unconscious last night, but they still didn’t know each other well enough for her to make such lewd jokes. She bit her lower lip in remorse and braced for the evil eye.

Tamer smiled and continued to take notes on the mission documents instead. “She has a sizeable collection already, but it is hard to satisfy that woman.” His warmer-than-normal voice gave Katalin relief. “Also, I don’t think she needs a gag that can shoot tranq darts, and trick cuffs that can detach at will.” He paused for a moment and looked at the young agent. “On second thought, she would definitely want those, if only she knew they existed. In fuchsia, most likely.”

Katalin was immediately filled with confidence. Was her stoic commander warming up to her?

“If you don’t mind me asking, Sir,” she pressed on, “You do this kind of stuff a lot? I mean… tie women up and…”

“Wife likes it,” he replied quickly and stood up. He put the papers in a manila envelope and sealed them. Then he pulled out a pair of handcuffs from the nearby drawer, and waved them in the air. “Please approach, Agent Mellek.”

Katalin swiftly stood up like a soldier, even though she was confused by his short and cold response. His tone lost its warmth and he didn’t smile any more. She regretted her unnecessary boldness. She shouldn’t have done that. Inquiring about his kinky lifestyle? How stupid was she!

She walked up to him and presented her wrists for the cuffs. He motioned her to turn around, and she did, joining her arms at the back. He quickly cuffed her and took a step back.
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“Oh, these aren’t the trick cuffs I mentioned before. These are real ones. Standard, tinker-proof.”

“What? But…”

He walked to the door and opened it. A very attractive woman in her early thirties entered with an ominous looking leather bag. She exchanged a subtle nod with the commander, then walked in and placed her bag on the table.

“This is Agent Medzavi,” Tamer introduced. “She is here to rape you.”



“Thank you for preparing her for me, but I’m not here to rape her.”

Akuma turned to the inspector with surprise. “No? This gorgeous creature?” He turned to the three slavecops lined-up by the wall behind them. “Ah! Perhaps you had a few too many snacks on your way here? Would you like an erector? I have something very powerful. Our own concoction, patent pending.” He snickered like a weasel.

The dark haired man in the suit wasn’t amused. He briefly turned to the chief viasmologist to shoot a cold look and continued to examine every curve and nook on Ayla’s beautiful toned body, bound spreadeagled on a rape-bed for easy genital penetration.

His reaction made Akuma even more nervous. He had never liked these government types, especially the BFA, whether they came in uniforms or suits. Unfortunately his institution was partly-state owned and funded, so he had to entertain such visitors often. His usual tactic was to greet them with a banquet of the best trainees they had. A quick rape before the inspection always put them in a good mood and everything ran smoothly after that.

This man, however, was an unusual sort. He showed little interest in the pussy made available for him since he had arrived. Before this moment, Akuma could never imagine anyone rejecting a mind-blowingly beautiful angel like Ayla.

“It’s strange,” he said, in an attempt to regain control of the conversation, “I’ve never seen an agent escorted by three slavecops before. And here I thought you guys had a shortage after th-” He abruptly stopped before mentioning the recent explosion at the Hive.

The agent didn’t seem all too shaken by it. “Yes,” he replied in an emotionless voice. “It is indeed unusual.” He turned to look at the three tall women in uniform for a moment. “I call them my ‘widows.’ They were temporarily transferred from the Hive to my new unit. Their handlers are either dead or recovering.” He turned to the kidnapped beauty and started to walk around her at a slow pace. Akuma opened his mouth to say something consolatory, but decided to lighten the mood with a joke instead.

“Perhaps one of your ‘widows’ would like to fuck Ayla instead?” he snickered. “She was excited to meet a government official and show off her newly acquired skills, the poor thing. She’d settle for a strap-on instead, I’m sure.” He slapped the bound dancer’s left tit. She groaned in pain, but kept her lips sealed as ordered before the meting. She wasn’t allowed to speak unless the inspector asked her a direct question.

The agent stopped and looked at Akuma for a moment, apparently considering the jokey suggestion seriously, then turned to the slavecops. “Agent-slave Bouncytits, come here.”

The redhead at the head of the pack quickly approached and stopped at the spot the agent pointed at, right in front of Ayla’s confused, well-trained pussy. It was already dripping wet with anticipation from the start, even though her terrified brain was trembling in her skull.

“Drive her insane, Gloria.” he ordered. The redhead responded with a soldierly “Yes sir,” and went down on her knees to lick the victim’s swollen pussy.

The little old man made a face. He wasn’t pleased with this unexpected development at all. “I wish you didn’t do that,” he mumbled. The agent raised an eyebrow and looked at the director. He continued: “Normally, at this stage, we don’t grant our subjects any pleasure.”

“I respect your methods fully, doctor,” the other replied with an unapologetic tone. “But I’m here to see if this ‘whoreminding method’ does what you say it does. You claim to replace defiance with limitless obedience, without damaging the personality of the subjects drastically. I have to make sure you didn’t turn this woman into a boring automaton.”

His last words pushed Akuma into a sudden rage. “You think we are ‘ragdolling’ women here?” he yelled. “I assure you sir, our technique is sophisticated and nuanced. It certainly isn’t anything like what you butchers perform at the Hive!” He stopped to breathe and tried to calm himself a bit. He rarely yelled. He’d be embarrassed to lose his temper like this if he wasn’t so angry. “I know the high council decided to go with that charlatan Rawderson’s so-called ‘rebelliousness alleviation gadget’ to rehabilitate captured fluffers, ignoring the valid objections raised by the majority of viasmologists… My opinion on the matter remains unchanged. What his fancy machines do is nothing but lobotomization. Gross overkill. Butchery!”

The agent waited for him to finish, stonefaced, and continued as calmly and coldly as before. “I’ll ask you to calm down and lower your voice, director,” He shot a look at the door of the rapehall. “The R.A.G.dolling project is still classified.” A long uneasy silence followed, making Ayla’s barely audible moans of surprised pleasure and the slurps Bouncytits’ skilled tongue made the only sounds in the large room.

The G-man decided that the director had suffered enough and resumed his slow paced walk around the two women engaged in forced cunnilingus. “But you have a point, I have to admit,” he said. “The ‘graduates’ of Rawderson’s program aren’t exactly fun to play with. It is indeed a very unsophisticated, dare I say barbaric device. At least for my taste.” He almost smiled at the old man, which made him even more nervous instead of relaxed. “But of course, it’s meant to be a punishment device, applied quickly, en masse. It’s not used to ‘rehabilitate’ those misguided feral women. For that you need to implement more arduous, long-tested training methods.”

He stopped right behind Bouncytits, who was still licking Ayla’s slit with dedication. He put his hand on the back of her head and gave it a light push. The slavecop immediately shoved her pretty face deeper in Ayla’s pussy and started to tonguefuck the squirming young woman without mercy. That was an order to force an orgasm as quickly as possible.

Akuma switched his weight from one leg to the other nervously. This g-man and his red haired bluepuss could ruin months of hard work with such ill-timed generosity.

“I believe you regularly rape this one personally,” the agent commented, as he watched Gloria’s skilled tongue move in and around Ayla’s defenseless fuckhole. The young dancer was struggling against her restraints as if she was being electrocuted. This was the first time she felt a female touch since she was kidnapped. And this well-built, tall, graceful girl was much more talented in this than her own girlfriend back home.

Akuma nodded. Was that an accusation? Every single man in Pussiana utilized the women he had power over, whether they were free or enslaved. That was the most normal thing. But something in the guy’s tone sounded like disapproval… disdain, even. “I’m of course heavily involved in the program,” he further explained. “I lead the team that trains her, after all.”

“A hands-on approach to leadership. I respect that,” the other said, apparently unimpressed. “I personally don’t dip my pen in the company ink, but I do my part when it comes to correction and betterment of my underlings’ behavior. He stroked Bouncytits’ wavy red hair gently. This seemingly tender act made the slavecop intensify her efforts to push her victim to an orgasm. Her tongue was already going in and out of both her holes, teasing her perineum and focusing on her clit non-stop, causing micro explosions in the young dancer’s stupefied brain and crotch alike. She was almost there, at the peak. She just didn’t know what to do. Would her body surrender to this devilish tongue between her legs?

“She seems to ‘feel’ more than a ragdolled fluffer would,” the man commented. “The important question is, will she be able to beg articulately before, during, and after heavy violation?”

“Why don’t you see it for yourself?“Akuma grinned with full confidence in his training program and turned to Ayla, who was violently shaking and squirming under Gloria’s oral attacks. “She won’t be able to climax this way. Your girl seems to be an expert, but she is wasting her energy. This sweet little cunt cannot climax without permission. We control her body now, fully.”

The agent seemed mildly intrigued for the first time since he arrived. He took a step back, in a symbolic gesture to leave the stage to the director. Akuma smiled and turned to Ayla. She looked back, a strange mixture of delight and fear in her half-closed eyes. “Beg for a climax, worthless fuckwhore!”

“Would you please let this worthless fuckwhore have an orgasm, Master?” she begged without hesitation.

“Only if you can repeat what you learned yesterday, worthless fuckwhore,” he replied. “You remember it all, word by word, don’t you?”

Ayla swallowed and gathered her strength. “Yes master,” she started after a long pause. “This… cunt… is ready to denounce the lies she was taught all her life and embrace the chains of freedom her masters generously offered her here. This cunt is grateful for all the rape and torment she was subjected to since her belated enslavement. This lowly cunt now knows that she is nothing but a piece of fuckmeat that exists to please men, to serve their cocks, to entertain them with her suffering, and to die for their satisfaction. This cunt’s worthless life belongs to her Masters.” Tears gushed out of her eyes the moment she finished her monologue.

Akuma turned to the agent and grinned victoriously. “Articulate enough for you, Agent Viltis?”

“Very impressive,” smiled the other.

Akuma approached Ayla and put his hand on her forehead. “You may climax now, worthless fuckwhore!”
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At that very moment, and to Ayla’s surprise, an unprecedentedly powerful explosion of pleasure swiftly took her over in the form of several consecutive shockwaves, permeating and setting aflame her every single cell in her shivering body. Her mind, overwhelmed with a sensation she had never felt before, shut down, leaving her in the snug embrace of oblivion. Even after she was woken up with a few slaps some time later, she remained in the warm afterglow of the climax.
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“She is not… You’re not really going to rape me, right?” Katalin asked with a confused smile on her face.

Agent Medzavi turned to Katalin and scanned her from head to toe. Her intense expression showed no sign of softening. She looked like a movie assassin readying her weapon as she coolly rummaged through her bag.

“Not physically, no,” she replied. “Of course, we can go all the way, if you like?” She picked a strap-on dildo from her bag and showed it to Mellek.

Katalin stared at Medzavi’s face to see if she was joking for a few seconds, then shook her head no.

“Alright then. Shall we start?” Medzavi nodded to Tamer, who left the room without saying anything. Then she walked up to Katalin, who was still unable to understand the purpose and nature of this exercise.

“I’m going to prepare you for some of the extreme cases of aggression and various other challenges you will face during missions in androcratic countries, specifically Pussiana,” she started. “First, a short list of precautions. Don’t ever engage men in conversation if you are alone. Keep your eyes lowered, head bowed, be quiet and respectful. No talking back, no snide remarks, no unprovoked flirting, and absolutely no insults. Such activities would attract unwanted male attention and most probably end in a rape.”

Medzavi patiently waited for Katalin to nod, then continued: “When you find yourself in such a situation, you’ll not use physical force against a male. Any male. Even to resist an illegal utilization of your holes. That’s a death penalty.” She paused for a moment. “If you must, leave no witnesses. Whether they are enemy combatants or innocent bystanders, all must be eliminated. No exceptions.”

Once she was certain that Mellek understood, she dove back into her bag and produced a small vial of liquid. She gave it a few shakes and presented it to the young agent. “This is called a ‘girlheater.’ A pretty simple, easy-to-produce synthetic aphrodisiac. This is the equivalent of the dose you’ll be exposed to throughout a single day in Pussiana. In urban areas, there is no way of avoiding it. It’s in the water, food, everything.” She brought it to the young agent’s lips. “Drink it now.”

Katalin smelled the vial for half a second, opened her mouth for Medzavi to pour it in, and gulped it down quickly. It was colorless, odorless, and had no distinguishable taste. “What will it do to me?” she asked.

“Not much. It will heighten your libido quite a lot. Keep your body alert and ready for copulation.” She approached and examined the girl’s face up close. “The immediate effects are blushing in the face and the genital area. You’ll be feeling warmer in a second, especially down here.” She hovered her finger over Katalin’s pubic mound and drew a circle around it. She was right. Katalin could feel her womanhood heating up, and she could almost feel it swelling up and opening too.

“Oh my!” she exclaimed. “You know, this stuff would fly off the shelves. Why don’t we-”

“It would shave a couple of decades off your lifespan,” Medzavi interrupted quickly. She smiled when concern appeared on Katalin’s eyes. “Don’t worry, you’ll be fine. I’m talking about decades of daily consumption. Their water also includes numerous ‘erectors,’ drugs meant to increase libido and sexual aggression in male citizens. They even increase the volume and production speed of seminal fluid. Our analyses show that these drugs are even more dangerous for the men. Regular consumption increases the risk of heart failure up to tenfold.”

“Can’t say I’m upset to hear that,” Mellek chuckled. She was feeling the buzz. Agent Medzavi looked much more alluring now. That intense look in her face, those muscled calves… It was all too sexy.

“Medzavi produced another vial from her bag. “This is a level two girlheater. Has many variants and names, but they are all basically the same thing. This stuff is what the general populace uses to ‘tame’ defiant women. Sold over-the-counter. The effects vary, but these can make a weak-willed female ‘seek’ rape, rather than try and avoid it.” She opened her palm and presented it to Katalin.

The young agent looked at the glass vial for a few seconds, indecisive. “Is this safe?” she asked. Medzavi ambiguously pursed her lips. “It won’t cause any long term health problems.”

“Will I jump on you after drinking this, Agent Medzavi?” she asked jokingly. “Can’t tell,” said the other. “We’ll see.” Katalin waited for her to smile or chuckle after that, but it was now clear that Agent Medzavi wasn’t the type to make jokes on the job. She gulped the liquid down.

Medzavi took a step back and continued to examine her subject. Katalin also backed down towards the table and leaned on it, bracing for whatever effect the extra-strong girlheater would cause. In a few seconds, she felt her body and brain heating up. Slowly but surely, her thoughts converged on sex. She was no longer able to think clearly about anything other than her growing animalistic urges. She clenched her fists and tested her handcuffs.

“How do you feel?” asked the experienced agent.

“Hot!” she replied almost instantly. “Unsatisfied, on edge, erratic, indecisive… a bit scared… and these fucking handcuffs… I…”
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“Okay.” Medzavi walked over to her bag, jotted down something in her small notebook, and returned with a third vial.

“Ah!” exclaimed Mellek. “I guess that means I passed the second level. Is that the level boss?”

“Hardly,” replied the stone-faced examiner. “but this is the last one I’m allowed to give you under our laws. Anything higher could cause permanent damage.” She waited for Katalin to respond, but the girl was using all her energy on not lunging forward to bite the other’s boobs which she found more and more attractive. The handcuffs were hurting her tender skin now.

“This is a GPAC derivative,” Medzavi explained after a while. “It does everything the first two does, only it’s five times stronger. More importantly, it dramatically increases the sensitivity of your skin, genital areas, nipples, lips. In rare cases it could induce instant orgasms, even.”

Katalin chuckled when she heard “instant orgasms.” She felt intoxicated.

Medzavi approached her again and opened her palm with the vial in it. “Agent Mellek, you passed the two tests. You resisted the effects successfully and remained lucid enough. Now, listen to me carefully. This is no longer a test. If it were, you wouldn’t be able to pass it anyway. It is simply impossible. This will make you beg for it, absolutely, without question. Do you understand what I’m saying?”

Katalin nodded. Of course, the other had to be exaggerating. The drugs she took had little effect on her. Just some heat around the genitals and mild intoxication? She had been drunk before. She even had experimented with several types of recreational drugs when she was younger. She could handle anything. She smiled.

“Last warning,” said Medzavi, concerned by the stupid smile on the other’s face. “You don’t have to take this. I’ve seen enough. You’re ready for the mission.”

“Bring it on,” Katalin replied. She was too competitive and stubborn to back down, even without the effects of the drugs she was given earlier.

“Very well.” Agent Medzavi straightened up and pressed the vial on Katalin’s lower lip. “I was hoping you’d accept. I appreciate every chance to observe its effects, frankly. Just one question before you drink it.”

“What?” asked Katalin as she parted her lips for Medzavi to pour the liquid in.

“When you start begging for a cock in exactly twenty-two seconds… would you like me to use a strap-on, or should I call Commander Tamer back in for the real thing?”



Another dream? No, it was real. The cool morning breeze gently grazing her naked body, the smell of the sea, the sounds of the seagulls fighting over pieces of bread she threw at them. It was all very idyllic, like an old, boring painting sold on the street, but completely and undeniably real.

“Em? Where are you?”

It took her a few seconds to reemerge from this blissful state and understand the words. “Here,” she yelled.

She listened to Sal’s footsteps approaching from behind with a stupid smile. She liked this weird thing her face did more and more frequently. Two hands grabbed her from behind and pulled her back into a warm embrace. She responded by grabbing the woman’s hands and tightening the hug.

“You are completely naked. Again! You’ll catch a cold out here, I keep telling you.”

“I’ll be fine,” she smiled. “And I thought you liked me this way. You were begging me to undress last night, remember?”

“Begging, huh?” Sally chuckled and kissed her between the shoulder blades. “Yes. You have that effect on me. You are something else!” She kissed her again on the neck, rising on her tiptoes. “You are my tall goddess!”

She turned her over and leaned in for a long passionate kiss. Then she looked into her blue eyes and brushed her long brown hair to the side lovingly. “You know, your hair looks much better down.”

“Yes,” she responded quickly. “I like it too. I’m not used to it. It turns me into a different woman. Last night I looked in to the mirror for half an hour, trying to recognize the girl in it.”

“Well, it’s been years since you last looked into a mirror, after all,” said Sally, with a tinge of sadness in her voice. “And you are a different woman… After years in that awful place.” She stroked the stripe of skin on her slender neck where a black restrainium band covered once. “But you managed to survive. You made it. Not a lot of our comrades were as lucky.” A sorrowful expression took over her ruggedly attractive face.

“I was meaning to ask you,” the tall brunette said after a few seconds. “Where are the others? The ones you saved, and the… prisoners… the slavecops.”

“I told you,” replied Sally and grabbed the other tighter, “you don’t need to worry about them. You just need to concentrate on your recovery. You need to get well.”

“I’m fine, you know that. Look at me.”

“You only think you’re fine. You spent four years in the BFA dungeons… bound, caged, isolated, humiliated, beaten, raped daily … For four years! You can’t just bounce back like that. You are not well. You just cannot be.”

“Yes, but I am. Trust me. Look at me. Do I look damaged to you?”

Sally looked at the beautiful tall brunette for a few seconds, apparently concerned. “Yes. I have to admit, you did respond to psych rehab much better than the others. I mean, the ones who never went through that horrible medical procedure. The rest… they simply cannot be brought back, I’m afraid.”

“The ragdolls?”

“Yes.” Sally looked into her eyes and smiled bitterly. “The records we downloaded indicate that you were about to join them too. If we attacked only ten minutes later… you’d be just like them. A meat robot, programmed to please those barbarians and nothing else. Sadly we are unable to decrypt the files on this… ‘ragdolling’ procedure. If only I could see it being performed…” She smiled and pulled her lover towards the hut. “You don’t need to worry about it now. You just need to focus on your recovery, Captain Seymour”
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Lidia forced a smile and followed Sally to the hut. Of course, she couldn’t tell the good doctor that she had seen the procedure being performed on the real Emma Seymour in person. She didn’t know what had happened to her after the ragdolling. Minutes after that, the Hive had been attacked, she had been thrown by a blast and lost consciousness. When she had come around, she had been in a FLF medical facility hidden deep in a network of caves under the northern mountains. To her surprise, she wasn’t immediately executed as Agent-Slave Lidia Cumgulper, level 8 cunt-tracker of the SEFR. Instead, she had been welcomed as Captain Emma Seymour, legendary hero of the Female Liberation Front.

She didn’t know what had happened and how she had ended up with this fake identity. She had theories. One in particular.

She certainly was lucky. During the daring Hive assault all the high-ranking slavecops were killed on the spot and some rookies were taken to a FLF internment camp, Sally had later told her. Lidia hoped her rookie Tammy was taken alive, but she’d never had the chance to search for her. She had no idea where that camp might be, and she didn’t want to raise suspicion by inquiring about it too much.

She figured that she somehow ended up with Emma Seymour’s slaveband around her neck before the fluffer execution squad finally reached her position. Surely that was Tammy’s doing. She owed that quick-thinking youngster her life, and she wanted to return the favor. She could do that if she played her role well. Thankfully, she knew the part by heart. She had impersonated Seymour many times before in undercover operations and traps. She knew the fluffer captain’s record almost as well as her unshaved cave-dwelling comrades-in-arms.

Seymour was captured alive after a botched attack on a slave transport almost 4 years ago. She had been the only survivor in her unit, and the entire network she was a part of was wiped out in the following operation. Apparently, the great hero of the resistance had been rather easy to break. She must have given her interrogators everything, and more. Lidia wasn’t surprised of course. “A woman cannot get out of Department 101 before she runs out of things to say, twice,” as they said.

Lidia was no longer in Pussiana. She was far away from the Hive and Department 101. The huge cave network crossed the border at many points and one of the smaller tunnels reached this small, secluded fishing village, where the majority of residents were sympathetic to the cause. She was given a little hut overlooking the bay to get back on her feet as quickly as possible. Her only visitors here was an old lady who brought provisions twice a week, and Dr Sally James, her doctor-turned-lover.

Sally dragged her to the table by the kitchen window and playfully pushed her onto a chair. “Prepared a nice breakfast for you. Eat it so you can become a big strong girl.”

Lidia chuckled and looked at the table. It was human food. Eggs, sausages, olives, cheese… She still couldn’t believe it. Every time she took a bite from a freshly baked bread, she questioned her reality. But it was real, every single time. She was no longer in Pussiana. No longer a slave. No longer a piece of glorified fuckmeat trained to oppress others like her.

Sally smiled when she noticed the look on her face. She sat down across her companion and threw a piece of cheese in her mouth. “I love the way you smile when you see food, dummy! What did they feed you there?”

“Sludge,” Lidia replied, and took a bite from her omelette. “Disgusting, stinky, but nutritional sludge. Nutritional enough to keep you alive and fuckable.”

Sally smiled bitterly, then stroked Lidia’s cheek with the back of her slender fingers. “Well, it worked. Here you are. Alive and fuckable.”

“Cut it out!” laughed Lidia and took a huge bite from her pork sausage.

Sally watched her wolf down the food laid on the table. “Good girl,” she said once everything was gone. She pushed her own glass of orange juice towards Lidia, who quickly grabbed it and gulped it down.

“I know you can’t wait to get back out there and continue to fight, Emma,” started the other after a long silence. “You are a natural born warrior, after all. Just look at you. Even after four years of torment and malnutrition, you carry yourself like a mythical beast.” Lidia squinted her eyes at the word ‘beast.’ “You know what I mean,” chuckled Sally, “If you really want…” She paused and looked into her blue eyes. “Command has been badgering me about your progress. They want you to rejoin the fight as soon as possible. They think it will be great for morale. A real hero, saved from the monster’s jaws, returning to lead the fight. Now that’s an epic story, huh?”

She went quiet for a moment, concern in her eyes. “I mean, maybe not a combat mission at first… something less… stressful. An escort mission, perhaps?”

Lidia put on another fake smile. She certainly didn’t want to get back in the fight, on either side. She loved her new life in this secluded fishing village, serene, quiet, peaceful. She hadn’t had a cock shoved down her throat for weeks. She’d almost forgotten the taste of jizz. Her knees were not red and bruised any more. She slept on a bed with real sheets and pillows every night. That last part had been the hardest to get used to, but now, she could no longer sleep on a hard surface.

Of course, her bed experience was enhanced considerably whenever Dr James visited her in her small cosy hut. Sally came often to check on her favorite celebrity patient, and her visits almost always ended in hot, wet, orgasm-filled all-nighters. Lidia couldn’t remember exactly when they had become a couple, but she had enjoyed every minute of it since. She liked not having to beg for pleasure. She liked not getting beaten before, during, and after. She liked the freedom of aimlessly making out with a beautiful woman for hours. But more importantly, she liked the good doctor. Sally was beautiful, caring, smart, brave, driven…

Lidia didn’t share Sally’s commitment to the cause yet, but she certainly was changed. Her eyes were opened to a different world she had never thought was possible, and she had to keep playing the game if she wanted to remain in this fairy tale… and if possible, to find Tammy and save her. She leaned forward and held the doctor’s hand in hers.

“A low-stress mission, huh? I’d like that. What do you have for me?”
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For the first few seconds, Katalin felt fine. The effects were rather similar to the first two drugs she had taken. Her face got warmer, then arousal hit her genital area. For a brief moment, she felt confident that she could handle it. Agent Medzavi was obviously exaggerating the strength of the third drug to scare her.

Then it hit. Less than half a minute later, she suddenly found herself in a free fall into a sex craze, irresistible, overwhelming. She had never felt so out of control.

It wasn’t a blackout. Just like Ktinodis said earlier, it was like “seeing red.” A red, hot, dizzying blur. Like swimming in a heat cloud… her skin boiling, her ears ringing, her brain aflame. Every single cell in her body started to cry out with desire. To feel another warm body pressed against hers. Another body, strong and dominating… to crush her with its weight, flatten and choke her into oblivion. She would have difficulty in explaining exactly how it felt in her report later, but in that very moment, it felt like the natural state of her body, her existence. To envelop and be enveloped. To be penetrated, to be pounded like a piece of meat.

Her memory of the first moments was fragmented, out of order, and full of holes, but the parts she remembered was embarrassing enough. She remembered lying back on the table and opening her legs wide, begging for a cock. She begged Medzavi to put on the strap-on she had showed her earlier, she begged her to call Tamer in to fuck her silly, she begged her to call anyone, insert anything. When her increasingly humiliating pleads failed to entice the stone-faced agent, she started to roll around on the table, presenting her genital area in the most inviting ways, like a shameless whore in heat.
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Unfortunately, Agent Medzavi was adamant in her refusal to respond to her maniacal pleading. She stood back, occasionally taking notes. Her intense, expressionless face looked more and more attractive to Katalin. She started to imagine the woman climbing onto the table, sitting on her face, grabbing her hair and choking her with her muscled thighs. The moment the image formed in her burning mind, it was the only thing she could think of. Of course, she started to beg for it, and eventually jumped off the table and knelt before her. That gorgeous woman had to take her down and pound her into a pulp. She had to.

Medzavi was a science officer who spent most of her time behind a desk in a lab, but she was a trained special agent with combat training, and more than capable of defending herself against an aggressive horny slut. She managed to thwart Katalin’s advances for a while. But when the young agent managed to flex her body masterfully to bring the handcuffs to her front and started to use her hands, Medzavi started to feel overwhelmed. That was when she opened the door and called Commander Tamer in.

Katalin couldn’t be more excited to see her mission commander again. Surely, he’d be happy to fuck her if that frigid bitch didn’t. She had been thinking about the way he fucked those two women anyway. And she had already knelt before him in a public park and sucked his big fat cock the day before. Once again, the moment she conjured up the image of his delicious member, all her thoughts inevitably converged on it. On that huge, mighty, mouth-watering dick in his pants! She wanted to wrap her lips around that monster again, and then let it destroy her fuckholes, ruin her insides, push her internal organs into her ribcage, and pound her into a bloody pulp. She wasn’t even thinking about the man, just his cock. That marvellous, powerful piston! It was tunnel-vision. She wanted it. She needed it.

Alas! she wasn’t allowed to touch it. Medzavi and Tamer managed to take her under control with difficulty and used a few more cuffs to tie her onto a chair. She spent the rest of her manic phase struggling against the steel restraints. When she was eventually back to her sane self, she no longer needed the cuffs. The overwhelming shame she felt was enough to paralyze her.

The two officers seemed to react to this wild event normally. Too normally, as if they did this kind of thing every day. Their professional indifference didn’t help Katalin feel better. She had humiliated herself beyond imagination. Her embarrassment increased as she remembered more moments from her craze. If she was to recover her at least a part of dignity, she had to aggressively overcompensate, as always.

“How did I do?” she asked, trying to sound confident. “It was all a blur. I still feel kinda hot.”

“You did exactly as expected,” replied Medzavi. “Of course, my data is very limited. Before you, only two other subjects ever agreed to take the third vial.”

The science officer used the word “subjects,” but Katalin was sure that she meant “overconfident fools.”

“You don’t have to be embarrassed,” said Medzavi, as if she read the young woman’s thoughts. “I tried this stuff on myself first. I locked myself in my office, handcuffed myself to a pipe, and filmed myself taking the drug. Believe me, I have been in your shoes. I felt what you felt.”

Katalin raised her head for the first time and looked into the other’s eyes. She seemed to be telling the truth. This revelation gave her some relief.

“There is no shame in this,” the other continued. “These monsters have been working on this for decades. They had one simple purpose and virtually unlimited number of test subjects. Of course they succeeded. This is the ultimate rape drug.”

“Then why don’t they weaponize it?” asked Katalin. Her professional curiosity was kicking in now. “Why don’t they drop this stuff in our water reservoirs and turn us into sex zombies. Do we even have any defense against such a threat?”

“Yes we do,” answered the woman. “We already use countermeasures in our water system. They tried it too. Long ago. Of course, their attacks and our responses were never made public, but we are constantly fighting them on that front. It’s probably the biggest biological war in history, only unseen and unheard.”

Katalin straightened up in her chair. This made her remember that she was still heavily restrained. Tamer noticed and released her.

“As far as I know, they never used a variant of this strength,” Medzavi continued. “It would be pointless. This thing is too powerful and its effects are too short to be disruptive. They used the simple one, the one you took first. The real threat was not the ‘girlheaters,’ of course. It was the ‘erectors,’ which were intended for the male population.” She picked up another vial from her bag and showed it to the others. “Had they managed to remain undetected and unopposed for a longer while, they could have increased our base level of sexual-aggression just enough to disrupt our social balance. Who knows what could it lead to in the long-term if they succeeded!”

Katalin stroked her bruised wrists. “I had no idea,” she mumbled. “Did they ever come close to effect the events in the Federation, I wonder?”

Medzavi shook her shoulders. “I’m not privy to that kind of information,” she replied, and turned to Tamer. He smiled ambiguously in response.

“Thank you very much, Mariam,” he said. “We appreciate your assistance. Do you need anything else from Agent Mellek?”

“Yes, a full report describing her experiences with each dose,” replied Medzavi, realizing that she was no longer needed. She quickly packed her stuff up and closed her leather bag. “And, please feel free to visit me at the 3rd floor whenever you want, Agent Mellek. I’d be happy to talk about all this, woman to woman, if you feel the need.”

Katalin stood up and offered her hand in a very soldierly way. Her body still felt warm and kinda on alert, but she was now fully sane and in control of her chemically-induced urges. Mariam shook her hand, nodded to Tamer and left the Box, leaving behind an uneasy silence.

“That was quite a thing you experienced, Agent Mellek,” Tamer said after a while. “I admire your bravery. You didn’t even need to take the third dose. I’m sure Mariam informed you ahead of time?”

“Yes, she did,” replied Katalin. “It felt like a good opportunity to test my own limits, so I took it.” She wasn’t being truthful, of course. She had no idea that she’d humiliate herself like the way she did. She regretted every millisecond of it.

Tamer smiled briefly. “Well, now you’re ready for the worst. You must be exhausted. Come on, I’ll buy you a cup of coffee.”

“I’d like that, Commander,” replied the young woman. “But before that, I need to ask you something.”

“Shoot,” said the man.

“Did you… take the third one? I mean, the male equivalent of this horrible nightmare-in-a-vial?”

“An erector that potent? No, there is none.” He pursed his lips. “I’m ashamed to say, they don’t need to use something that strong to turn a man into a sex-crazed maniac. The basic dose pretty much works well enough.”

“But then… you took the basic dose, right? Did it… change you?”

“Yes,” Tamer replied. “As a matter of fact, I’m on it right now. I started taking it the moment I was given the mission, to wean myself on the stuff. It hits you harder if you’re exposed to it without preparation.”

“You’re on it? Right now?”

“Yes.”

Katalin paused for a moment. Tamer turned to the young agent, who looked indecisive and confused all of a sudden.

“You make a good point,” she said after a while. “It’s a good idea to get accustomed to it in small doses. This thing, the strong one… peaks quickly, but dissipates slowly. It kind of plateaus after a while.” She paused for another bout of erratic contemplation. “I still feel heightened… Unsatisfied.”

Tamer raised an eyebrow.

“If I may be so bold, commander,” she continued. “Instead of buying me a cup of coffee… Would you please throw me on the table and fuck me instead? After all, we’ll be doing it often during our mission. You should better start to wean me on your cock.”
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“We are almost at the rendezvous point. Inform the commander.”

Captain Damirović returned to the map on the table. The first mate spun on her heels and walked out of the bridge. Nobody else besides the navigator knew their exact destination. For the majority of the crew this was a routine training drill. If they knew what the real mission was, they would have performed their tasks more enthusiastically, Damirović thought. Especially the women.

The first mate returned with Commander Tamer a minute later, who was already in full special ops gear. “Captain,” he saluted, “is it time?”

The other nodded. “Yes, we are there, but no sign of your contact yet.”

“These damned things got a lot faster since the last time. We arrived in the blink of an eye.” He paused and smiled. “We didn’t have time to catch-up.”

“Let’s do it now, then,” the other said. “I hear you got married.”

“Yes.”

“Anyone I know?”

“I don’t think so. Her name is Özge. She’s a nurse.” He stopped. He knew Damirović didn’t really care about the details. “What about you?”

“Still single,” she replied. “But I have a nice big dildo in my quarters. I call it ‘the torpedo.’”

Both laughed.

Two officers in earshot turned to the captain with widened eyes. “Keep your attention on your screens,” the captain scolded. “Find me this Sekhmet. Do we have satellite imaging?”
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“No ma’am! Thick cloud cover prevents effective satellite mapping.”

“We should signal the coast from the surface,” suggested Tamer. “They are probably under a rock, watching.”

Damirović nodded and turned to her first mate. “Set depth to zero.”

“Setting depth to zero, aye!”

“Come join me topside. I need some fresh air,” she said after handing the bridge over to her first mate. Tamer smiled and followed.

They climbed to the top of the fin without saying another word. A cool night breeze welcomed them. The water was calm. Above, a seemingly endless mash of dark clouds quietly and indifferently moved westwards.

Damirović turned to Tamer and raised an eyebrow.

“Don’t worry,” he reassured. “They are out there. Give them a minute.”

She shrugged and leaned back on the parapet. “I know you’re not allowed to tell me what the mission is…” She started.

“No. But you have already figured it out.”

“I watch the news,” said the captain. “Can connect the dots. You know, they’d expect some response. They could be waiting for you.”

Tamer pursed his lips and waved his hand dismissively. “That’s always my assumption anyway.” A long silence followed. Both quietly scanned the dark rocky coastline for a sign of life. Nothing seemed to move.

“Soooo,” the captain started again. “They gave you your own little sex slave for this mission, huh?”

“Jealous?” responded the man, mirroring her mischievous smile. “I’m flattered, by the way. You used to call mine ‘the torpedo’ too.”

“What? I certainly did not!”

“Yes you did,” insisted the Commander. “Don’t tell me you forgot all about it?”

Confusion bounced around the captain’s attractive visage for a few seconds as her mind shuffled through her distant memories. “Oh fuck!” she exclaimed eventually. “I did, didn’t I? Damn. Completely slipped my mind.” She paused and looked concerned for a moment. “Oh, no! You didn’t misinterpret what I said down there, I hope. It was a joke, you know, I was just messing with the rookies.”

“Yes, of course.” He turned to Damirović and looked into her gracefully matured green eyes. “You know, the girl, she reminds me of you, Nadja.”

“Your little sex slave?”

“My ‘wife,’ during the mission. She is smart, brave, fiercely competitive… and stunningly beautiful.”

Damirović turned her shapely body to face the man. She scanned his face for a few seconds, and sighed in surrender.

“Oh, alright! You wanted to catch-up, huh?” She grabbed her pants and pulled them down just enough to reveal her bare bottom. Then she turned around and bent over the parapet. “You have 6… 8 minutes… Give me a good spin, will you?”

“8 minutes? We can catch-up at least twice in that time.”

He grabbed her arms and pulled them back, holding her slender wrists tightly in his right fist. Then he pulled out his already hardened member and swiftly shoved it into the captain’s eager pussy from behind. A quiet moan escaped her mouth as the huge organ made its way into the depths of her long-neglected womanhood. When he started to move in and out of her with an ever-growing pace and force, she suppressed her moans down to heavy breathing, while her body continued to shudder more and more violently.

The commander was a man of his word. She was at the peak of pleasure in two and a half minutes. She didn’t see it coming. A wild climax sneaked on her, catching her completely off-guard. Thankfully, Tamer’s palm reached around and closed her gaping mouth just in time, trapping a loud scream of pleasure inside her burning head. He let her body convulse violently for a brief moment, then continued to fuck her, faster, harder and deeper than before. He tightened his arms around her torso and mouth, constricting her quivering body like a blood-thirsty python, and kept pumping her silly. During these few minutes, they were young hot-blooded cadets fucking behind the armory once again, not high ranking officers on a dangerous secret mission.
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The second orgasm hit Nadja even harder than the first one. She freely screamed into his hand, which was still covering her mouth tightly. The man didn’t pause or slow down this time. The 8 minute-window she gave him was closing, and he was determined to squeeze another orgasm in there. Now barely conscious, she understood and let herself go completely, surrendering to his tightening grip and hurrying thrusts. She felt like heating up and melting around his multiplying hardness. He felt bigger and bigger as he fucked her, and eventually started to throb uncontrollably. The moment she felt that barely noticeable change in his thrusts, a switch was flipped in her burning head and pleasure exploded, almost in perfect synch with his climax. He unloaded everything he had into her eager fuckhole, as it milked and milked his rod. He stood there for a few more seconds until her exhausted but satisfied pussy stopped massaging his cock. When he slowly pulled out, she instinctively squeezed her vagina to keep her sticky, warm reward inside. Then she pulled her pants up and exhaled.

“Thank you, Commander,” she managed to say after catching her breath, “I remember clearly now. ‘The torpedo!’”

Tamer opened his mouth to say something, but a mechanical voice rose from the Captain’s com-link before he could. “Captain, we just made radio contact with Sekhmet. You should be seeing the signal lamp from there.”

Both turned to the coast and saw a faint light source, blinking in code.

“Ah!” exclaimed Nadja, “Looks like your date is here. You should better go get your little sex slave. I bet she’d look extremely fuckable in a tight diving suit.”



“What are they doing?”

“You know, looks lik-… I think they are… fucking?”

“Fucking? What the hell are you talking about? Give me that thing.” Lidia grabbed the binoculars from the blonde’s hands and pointed it at the fin of the submarine off the coast. There they were, two uniformed officers, apparently in mid-coitus.

“It’s them, right?” asked the girl who was busy setting up the communication instruments. “The Autons?”

“Ottohuns,” corrected the blonde and turned to Lidia. “Shall we contact them now, Captain Seymour?”

She pouted and lowered the binoculars. “Let’s give them a minute.”
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Lidia watched the two young girls set up the communication equipment with their quick and confident hands. She had no idea what any of these gadgets were, of course. She knew nothing about the outside world. These past weeks was an eye-opening experience that taught her one thing: She was completely unprepared for freedom.

She had no valuable skills.

Like all slavecops, she was nothing but a hound. She wasn’t allowed to learn anything beyond hand-to-hand combat. “Combat” was probably the wrong word here. What the blue-puss were taught was a dumbed-down, bare-bones fighting technique, specifically designed for taking down female adversaries by inflicting minimal damage to their bodies. After all, what they were doing mainly was “retrieving” lost property. Masters preferred their fucktoys returned intact, in fuckable condition. That was the whole point of the SEFR unit.

Most slavecops spent their entire service hunting down scared girls and nothing more. The tranq-gun took care of most of the runaways. Whenever she came across a defiant one, she’d draw her kokstick and teach her a lesson she’d never forget. If you ignore the frequent rape, constant humiliation, and daily discipline beatings, the workday of a slavecop was a cakewalk.

Of course, one could come across a fluffer or two during her lifetime. Lidia was unlucky to have faced an entire squad when she was a rookie. She’d barely survived the encounter thanks to the timely intervention of her handler. That mission had also taken place on this island. It had been the first time she’d assumed the identity of FLF captain Emma Seymour. Too many coincidences?

“Captain, we are ready.”

“Thank you Persephone,” she smiled. “Let them know we’re here. Just codenames from now on.”

“Yes, Sekhmet.”

The blonde put on her headphones and picked up the microphone to relay the coded hailing sequence. Lidia raised her binoculars and looked at the fin of the submarine off the coast. The two officers seemed to be in the final stages of their untimely copulation. The situation made her chuckle. Perhaps life on the other side of the border wasn’t that different.

She stood up and waved at the hill, the shadow of which they were hiding under. She couldn’t see exactly where, but a FLF sniper was perched up there in a nook, ready to intervene if something went wrong. Lidia was glad. She had been part of enough undercover missions to know this could go wrong in multiple ways. This could well be an elaborate SEFR trap to catch fluffers. After that daring attack at the Hive, the BFA would be thirsty for blood, desperate to exact revenge on all the female liberation movements associated with the FLF.

“They are hailing back. It’s them alright.”

“Very well, show them the way.”

The short haired brunette picked up the portable semaphore to let the Ottohuns know their exact location. Lidia felt a little uneasy. She didn’t want to be here, in the thick of it. She wasn’t ready to leave her newfound paradise in the fishing village. She didn’t want to come this close to the Pussianan borders. But she had to, because that’s what the real Emma Seymour would do. Refusal to accept the mission would raise suspicion.

The “Fritz,” the free trade zone off the coast of Harlotport, wasn’t under SEFR jurisdiction, of course. But who knew better than Lidia that the slavecops didn’t care about such legal technicalities. She was here several years ago, taking part in an out-of-area SEFR mission that snared the infamous Tigress. When the prize was big enough, the Androcracy wouldn’t refrain from violating a few international treaties.

The risk of getting captured by her former masters aside, Lidia felt ill-suited for her new role as a guerrilla commander. She had never lead a mission, given orders, or made executive decisions before. She was merely a hunting dog. Her master unleashed her and she chased after scared bunnies. She wouldn’t know what to do without a man doing the thinking for her.

But Captain Emma Seymour would. Her battle record was exemplary. At least the part the fluffers knew about. They didn’t know how easy it was to break her with the time-tested rape and torture techniques SEFR interrogators used. They didn’t know she was solely responsible for the complete annihilation of the Isis Brigade she commanded. But before she was captured and mind-raped in Department 101, she led several successful raids on SEFR facilities, rescued captured comrades, freed slaves, assassinated high-ranking BFA officers and even downed a couple of Cunthounds. She was undoubtedly a skilled and determined fighter.

Lidia didn’t feel confident enough to lead, but she could fake it well. She was no dummy. She was a fairly good actress too. Before the SEFR “recruited” her, she was active in the theatre club of her high school. She loved the stage. Perhaps that was the reason she preferred undercover missions to the repetitive chase-and-hogtie runs.

“Take positions on either side,” she pointed to the large rocks that framed the beach. “Be ready for anything. This still could be a trap.”

Persephone and Brigid nodded and hurried to their spots. Lidia took a few steps forward and stood in the middle, watching the inflatable boat approach their location. It took them several minutes to reach the coast, giving her enough time to calm her nerves. Two men and a woman climbed out of the boat and walked towards her. The taller, slimmer man stopped right in front of her and extended his hand for a shake. Lidia squinted her eyes. He was the man she had spotted on the fin before.

“Good evening. Sekhmet, I presume?”

Lidia nodded and shook the man’s hand. At that moment she realized that it was the first time in her life that she held the hand of a male. She felt naked all of a sudden, but not in a sexual way.

“And you are?”

“Alex Wolfson,” he said and turned to his comrades. “This is my wife Marisa, and our good friend Martin.

Lidia faked another smile. “I see. A nice, ordinary Pussianan family. Of course, not many Pussianan families travel around in military submarines with low radar profiles.”

Tamer chuckled. “True. After this, we’ll travel whichever way you think is better. As inconspicuously as possible.” He looked at the two girls flanking them and raised his eyes up to scan the hilltop briefly. “You can tell your comrades to stand down now. There are no slavecops here.”

Lidia lifted her chin and looked into the man’s eyes.

“You can never be sure.”



“Agent-slave Bouncytits, start fucking her in the pussy. Low speed, deep thrusts.

“Yes sir!” Gloria replied and pushed her big strap-on into Ayla’s vagina. She immediately noticed that it was tighter and more reactive than the fuckholes she fucked before. She started to move her hips slowly. The exhausted, heavily-raped woman barely made a noise.

Viltis and Akuma watched without saying anything. It was a sight to behold. Ayla was lying on her stomach on an inclined plank, secured by straps around her neck, waist, hips, knees and ankles. The slight bend on the plank forced her beautiful body into a curve, providing easy access to her fuckholes from behind.
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“We call this ‘the rape cannon,’ said Mr Schooner, the burly attendant who tied Ayla’s body onto the device. “You can load it from either side, you see.” He patted the woman on the head and shoved his cock into her mouth to make his point.

“Suck, worthless fuckwhore,” he ordered. Ayla immediately obeyed the command. She was no longer in control of her body. She was just a mindless plaything for these strangers. She had been, for a long while. Dozens of men used her every day like a common cocksleeve, in the most humiliating and painful ways. She just followed their orders and moaned on like a filthy whore.

This time, however, one of her rapists who are spit-roasting her heavily restrained body was a young woman in uniform. Two others stood back and watched with indifferent faces.
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She of course knew Schooner well. She knew his stink, the slight curve in his ugly cock, his preferred tempo, the disgusting hissing sound he made as he violated her… She hated him the most. She hated Akuma too. She hated them all. But she hated most the fact that she was unable to resist them. What could they have done to her to turn her into this mewling slut?

“Your report indicates that you operated on her brain? Interesting. Tell me, director, if you would, how does your technique differ from Rawderson’s?”

“In every possible way, Agent Viltis,” hissed Akuma. “We don’t lobotomize, cut pieces away. We simply implanted a very small device right under her pituitary gland, which is located on the -ironically named- ‘sella ottohunnica.’ It stimulates and regulates hormonal secretion whenever it detects sexual activity, creating a feedback loop, a kind of vicious cycle that heightens the subjects’s eagerness to copulate and obey. Simply put, the more you rape her, the more docile and eager she becomes. While we still don’t completely understand why and how we could do it, we nevertheless perfected the location and power levels by trial and error.”

“Trial and error? An interesting way to put it,” said Viltis, looking at the stats on his tablet. “You lost 73 perfectly fuckable young girls we provided for you. That’s a lot of error, isn’t it?”

“Necessary sacrifice for the advancement of science,” replied Akuma with a shrug. “The device will pay for all those cunts and more.”

Another lull fell on the conversation as Viltis continued to read the report. The sound of two cocks, one real and one plastic, penetrating the poor bound woman repeatedly on both ends and her faint moans echoed in the large hall. The rape cannon’s adjustable metal legs squeaked and clanked under her occasionally.

Ayla didn’t know how long Schooner and the uniformed redhead would continue to fuck her, but she knew that this wouldn’t be the last rape of her long day. After they are done with her, she’d be transferred back to her cell and an endless number of men would continue to violate her drained body. She just wanted to pass out. Loss of consciousness was her only escape from this insane cruelty.

“Do you need to make more alterations to her,” asked Viltis after a while. “To her body, or her brain?”

“Actually,” Akuma said “we were planning to replace her device with the newer one. Little tweaking, I should say. If everything works out, we could take complete control of her emotional state and hormonal balance. We can even insert certain rudimentary ‘thoughts’ directly into her brain. Can you imagine?”

“That’s a wild notion. Can you really do that?”

“We hope to. Imagine this: We show her your picture and press a button to flood her system with the correct combination of hormones, and voila! She is in love with you after a few clicks. We can create artificial associations between certain emotions and people, objects, activities, or even words. At will! That’s how we anchored that ‘magic phrase’ in her mind. You have seen it working many times already. This new version of the device will push it even further.”

“Sounds impressive. Let’s hope you won’t waste another 73 girls trying to perfect it,” said Viltis. He turned off his tablet and motioned Bouncytits to increase her speed. The redhead picked up the pace. Ayla’s pussy was still tight and responsive. It was not humanly possible, the slavecop thought. Viltis continued: “You don’t have much time with this one, I’m afraid. My superiors, in their infinite wisdom, decided that she’d be much safer in a maximum-security rapehouse. She is a high-profile slave, you see.”

“What?” Akuma yelled. “Is this why you’re here? You are going to take my star patient away? No, no I cannot let y-“

“Relax, director,” interrupted Viltis with a soft but authoritative voice. I’m not taking her away yet. You have ten days. Do your operation, plant your device, work your magic. I’ll also make sure you’d have access to her at her new home.” He paused and grinned “I would hate to obstruct scientific progress.”

He turned to to Bouncytits and waved her to stop. Ayla was now lying there, motionless. Schooner was still holding her head and fucking her mouth gleefully, but the poor dancer was no longer responsive. She was finally resting.

At least for a little while.
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“So, where is your ankh?”

“Excuse me?” Lidia looked at the man carrying an ambiguous smile. She reflexively covered her right shoulder.

“You are Sekhmet, right? The eye of Ra. Usually depicted with an ankh in her hand.” Ktinodis winked. “It seems you girls prefer to use goddess names as aliases. A bit on the nose, isn’t it?” He pointed to the empty space next to Lidia. “May I, comrade?”

Lidia nodded reluctantly. She had noticed that the operative they introduced as Martin was interested in her since the moment they had arrived. She caught him looking at her several times on their way to the cabin, but not exactly in the usual way men looked at her. Not like meat in the butcher’s window. There was a slight difference she couldn’t easily define, but it intrigued her.

“You girls are fascinating,” he said after sitting next to the tall brunette. “Fighting the good fight out here, all alone. You know what this reminds me of? There was a TV show back in my country, called ‘No boys allowed.’ It was about a band of girls fighting a fascist dictatorship. Loosely based on the FLF or its sister organizations around the globe, no doubt.”

“We allow boys in,” interjected Persephone, who had been reassembling her rifle a few meters away.

“Pardon me?”

“That TV show you’re talking about. You said ‘No boys allowed.’ We have men in the FLF. Hundreds of them, actually.”

“Of course,” Ktinodis smiled and shrugged. “It was not a documentary. More like soft-porn, really. A paper thin plot used as an excuse to show gratuitous lesbian sex scenes.”

Persephone raised an eyebrow and returned her attention to her rifle.

Ktinodis turned back to Lidia and winked. “I’m sure you girls are not fucking each other non-stop.”

“Actually,” said Lidia, “we do. Sadly, you missed orgy time.”

He chuckled again. For a few minutes, they sat silently and watched Diana struggle with the fireplace. The clumsy young brunette was obviously the rookie of the small band of resistance fighters.

“You stand out,” restarted Hermes once Diana managed to light the fire after several failed attempts. “These two girls, they obviously are brave and spirited… But you… Let’s say you make them look like plush toys in comparison.” He turned to Lidia and looked into her eyes intensely, giving her a strange tingle she had never felt before. “You are a real fighter. A soldier. You carry yourself like a divine cat. Worthy of that goddess’ name.”

“Wow!” exclaimed Persephone sarcastically. “It seems he wants to get into your fatigues badly, Capt’n.” Her grin quickly disappeared when she noticed Lidia’s frown. “Sekhmet… I mean.”

“If you’re done playing with that rifle, go out and see if Phoebe needs an extra pair of eyes, Persephone,” commanded Lidia. The young guerrilla girl jumped to her feet with a guilty expression, saluted, and left the cabin quickly.

“Captain, eh?” Ktinodis chuckled. “So, you outrank me. Not gonna lie, that makes you even sexier.”

He smiled and turned away again. Lidia felt warmer. Was this guy flirting with her? Was this how being hit on felt like?

“Look at those two,” he said after a few seconds, pointing at Tamer and Mellek examining the map in the far corner of the room. “They have chemistry, don’t you think? They met only a few days ago, but they already look like a couple who had known each other for years. I suspect they fucked a few times when I wasn’t looking.”

“They didn’t,” Lidia objected. “She definitely wants to. But he is interested in someone else.”

“Ah? You think so?”

“I’ve seen so. He was doing an officer on top of the submarine just before we made contact.”

“What?” Ktinodis opened his mouth wide with surprise, imitating a high school girl who just heard a juicy piece of gossip. Being able to stun the man amused Lidia. “Who was it? Oh my god! It was that ginger captain, wasn’t it? Makes perfect sense. They are old friends. Old flames, I should say.”

“You talk too much for a spy,” chuckled Lidia. “I hope you won’t be that careless with information once you cross the border.”

“You look even more beautiful when you laugh,” whispered the man, making Lidia blush like never before. “And I’m not really a spy. I’m more like a… let’s say a specialist of sorts.”

“Now you’re careful with words,” smiled the other. She couldn’t believe this guy was able to penetrate her defences and have her ‘bantering.’ “Can you tell me, Martin, what’s your specialty?”

“Brunettes,” he replied without even blinking. “Tall, graceful, beautiful ones.”

Lidia blushed again. He was good at this. Or was he? She had no frame of reference.

She had never been in this position before. No man had ever treated her like this. Like she had her own will. In her former life, whenever a man wanted to use her body, he would grab her and rape her the way he liked it. She didn’t have any say in it. She was fuckmeat. Property of the state.

Not any more. She was free now, and this guy was not like any man she met before. He was actually talking to her. Engaging in conversation. She liked it. A lot. She wanted to play.

“I’ll be on the lookout,” she said. Was it a good, witty comeback? It was the best she could come up with. He smiled. She smiled.

After that, Lidia forgot about time for a while. She felt warmer and calmer as they talked. Diana was now snoring lightly in her sleeping bag as the wood she managed to set alight crackled in the fireplace. Tamer and Mellek were also resting with their eyes closed. They watched the fire for a while. Then talked some more, then watched the fire again. It felt cosy.

“We should better get some sleep too,” said Ktinodis gesturing towards his two comrades at the other side of the room.

“I want to be on top,” replied Lidia without thinking, and pushed the man onto his back. Ktinodis looked surprised only for a second, and then his muscled frame relaxed. Lidia climbed on top of him and knelt over his crotch. “Would you please…” She paused when she remembered that she didn’t have to beg for it.

She stood up with her legs on his either side, giving him a hero shot of her gorgeous body. He slightly bent his neck to the side and admired her beauty. She dropped her fatigues and stepped out of them, and then dropped down onto her knees again. She unzipped his pants and took put his hardening cock out with fluid motions and pulled her own panties to the side to reveal her swollen, dripping pussy. Then, without losing time, she pressed the head of his organ against her womanhood and sat down, burying his meat in hers.

A long, quiet moan of satisfaction escaped her pursed lips when the exceptionally big organ hit her cervix and pushed her insides upwards. Still half-incredulous that she initiated sex herself, in the hole she wanted and in the position she preferred, she started to move slowly, sliding up and down his shaft with big, hungry moves.

Ktinodis instinctively understood what she wanted and let her do her thing for a while. To be treated by a woman as a masturbatory tool? He didn’t mind it at all. He enjoyed the tight pussy massaging his cock like there was no tomorrow. He enjoyed her surprisingly fluid moves. He enjoyed the wonderful view. The beauty of Pussianan women was legendary. They were all gorgeous, every single one of them. Even the untamed forest nymphs like the one who was currently impaling herself on his member.

Especially this one. She was in her own league. Like a wild mare… exuding a sexy energy, a graceful strength, an ambiguous mixture of confidence and… He couldn’t find the word for it. She moved in a strange way… with a natural ability to discern his needs and satisfy them? A natural proclivity to please was a strange quality for a rebel to have, perhaps, but it made sense, somehow.

Lidia was enjoying herself in an unprecedented way. The pleasure was intense, flavorful, and uninterrupted. It felt even crazier when he started to rub her clit, with no intention other than giving her some extra pleasure. She loved it.
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And then, suddenly, she came. She didn’t even think of begging for it. He just let her. She mouthed the words “thank you” and stopped. She waited for a moment and looked around. Nobody seemed to notice what just transpired. She slowly raised herself on her knees and let his cock slip out of her satisfied pussy. Still hard, the organ swung from side to side, glistening with her juices.

“You didn’t cum?” she asked with surprise. “I’m sorry, I…” She felt bad all of a sudden. The satisfaction she felt a second ago immediately dissipated.

“Not yet,” he said and sat up. “Now, let me show you my specialty, comrade.” He grabbed her by the waist and turned her over, then pushed her forward. Once she was lying prone on her stomach, he grabbed her by the neck and entered her from behind. He was quick and forceful and gave her no chance to react. She didn’t want to anyway. He covered her mouth with his free hand and pulled her back onto his cock. Once he fully impaled her again, she immediately let herself go. This time it felt even bigger, harder, stronger. He started to move, and she started tho whimper into his palm.

Lidia was soon delirious. It felt even better this time. Restrained by strong arms and penetrated from behind… It felt natural. Was it the inevitable result of years of abuse? Was she methodically conditioned to feel this was the proper way to use a woman? Or perhaps she had always preferred this way?

It really didn’t matter. This was the first time she enjoyed the act this much. Of course, whenever Master Anders or his colleagues used her at the Hive, she was allowed some pleasure. But it was always unintentional, accidental. They didn’t care. She was rapemeat. This, however, felt intentional. His thrusts had purpose. He wasn’t entirely selfish.
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She came again. It was quicker and more powerful than before. And this time, he came too. She felt him unloading into her, filling her cunt up. Once it was over, he collapsed onto her, his hands still around her neck and mouth. He was heavy, but it didn’t bother her. To the contrary, she felt safe and cosy under his muscled, strong body.

Eventually, he removed himself out of her and rolled aside. Put his dick away and relaxed. Once released, she quickly got up and put on her pants. She was relieved to see the others in the room were still oblivious.

“You know the cliché?” whispered Hermes. “In films, spies always meet exotic women and fuck them during missions? Of course, none of those femme fatales was as alluring as you are.”

“You already fucked me twice,” Lidia smiled. “You can stop now.”

“I’m serious,” he replied and stroked her leg. “Not even close.”

“Well, I wouldn’t know. Never seen a spy movie. I haven’t seen a movie or TV show for years. Not since I was-“ She stopped and turned to see if Diana was still asleep. She was careless for a moment, forgetting all about the character she had been playing. Emma Seymour wasn’t enslaved until she was captured. She probably had seen movies, or TV.

“You didn’t miss much,” the man whispered, oblivious to her momentary panic. “The handsome and charming spy goes to a foreign country, fucks a few chicks, kills a few bad guys, and fucks a few more chicks. Happy ending.”

“Ah! I see. Happy ending, huh?” Lidia looked sad all of a sudden. “I’m afraid you’ll be disappointed, my ‘handsome and charming’ friend. You don’t even know how efficient and ruthless Pussianan police state is. After you cross the border tomorrow, you won’t be able to survive for too long. You’ll be captured and executed, along with your commander. The girl you brought with you will be enslaved and used as a fucktoy for months. When they are finally done with her, she’ll be rapexecuted on TV. You cannot beat them. They are monsters.”

“Don’t worry,” he said with a solemn voice and brushed her cheek gently with his fingers. “I’m a monster too.”
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Lidia opened her eyes and anxiously checked her watch. It was 6 o’clock, again. Her body and mind were programmed to wake up and get ready to “serve” at this time every morning. Even after weeks of “freedom,” she wasn’t able to sleep in.

Recommended wake-up window for women in Pussiana, enslaved or free, was between 6 and 6:30. All females had to clean up, refresh, and rapeready themselves as quickly as possible so they could perform the morning rituals for the men they served. They were supposed to lay out their masters’ clothing for the day, prepare breakfast, and wake them up with a soft blowjob. Some were utilized thoroughly after that. In bigger harems, these chores were often shared among specialized slaves. Only the designated cocksucker was allowed to perform the wake-up blowjob.

This was, of course, just the state-recommended routine. Masters had different tastes and preferences on how to utilize their women.

Slavecops weren’t ordinary slaves. Their schedule was strict, rigid, and unforgiving. There was zero tolerance for tardiness. If a slavecop wasn’t up at 6 o’clock sharp, she’d regret this mistake when sleeping shelves were electrified a minute later.

Lidia shivered when she remembered the many painful morning electrocutions she experienced in the beginning of her training. All girls had a few at the start. No exceptions.

She sat up and looked around to count the people in the room, as she was accustomed to do as the ‘big sister’ of her sleeping quarters. She had been the youngest A-S ever to receive the honor because of her early and rapid rise. She was lucky. Her eye-catching successes like capturing the Tigress and the big score with the “Frog Cult” had made her a star at the Hive. She was already a Rank 8 Elite Cunt-tracker at the young age of 22, when the average rank at retirement for agent-slaves was only 5.

The fire in the hearth was reduced to a few shivering embers. Phoebe and Persephone were sleeping in one corner, the Ottohun spy couple in the other. Diana and Brigid must have been patrolling outside. She turned around. Her unexpected one-night stand “Martin” was sleeping a few meters away. This distance somehow upset her. She remembered collapsing next to him last night after the best sexual experience she ever had. She didn’t understand why she was sad all of a sudden. Did she want to wake up next to him, cuddling him? What a silly notion!

She quietly stood up and took a few steps towards him. She stopped and scanned the room, then looked down at the man lying on his side. Despite his rugged face and muscled frame, he looked peaceful and harmless. Lidia realized that this was the very first time she had ever seen a sleeping man. The realization baffled her. How was this even possible?

As a slavecop, she never performed morning rituals, of course. She woke up in her dorm with 15 other girls every single day, and waited for her handler to pick her up for missions. Agent Anders occasionally took her back to his apartment for overnight use, but she was always locked in a windowless high security box between rapes.

Morning rituals! The phrase was bouncing back and forth in her confused head. Her eyes moved to his crotch. She imagined going down on her hands and knees and giving him the greatest wake-up blowjob any man had ever. She felt silly for thinking about that. She felt even sillier when she noticed her mouth was watering at the thought. She was no longer a slave, finally, but she was fantasizing about slave duties she never performed?

She had to get rid of these stupid thoughts. Perhaps the cool morning breeze would help clear her mind. She quietly walked out of the cabin and took a deep breath. Fresh mountain air filled her lungs. She exhaled and relaxed.

It was still dark outside. They were behind the crescent shaped hills that surrounded the Fritz, where its jungle of neon and fluorescent decadence could not reach the moonlit woods they hid themselves in. Everything was painted in dark shades of blue and black. Lidia liked this a lot. It was the same in her new home at the fishing village. This blue darkness made her feel invisible. The refreshing cool air calmed her nerves and silenced her demons.

She spotted Diana a few meters away, sitting under a tree, apparently sleeping. Captain Emma Seymour would probably wake the young rookie up and scold her for half an hour for such carelessness, but Lidia didn’t really care. These poor girls, they were doomed anyway. In a few months, on a real mission, they would be captured and found themselves in the dungeons of the Hive. Lidia had little doubt about that. The SEFR was getting increasingly efficient at catching rebels. The FLF was all but wiped out.

At least that was what she used to think before the daring surprise attack on the Hive. Was that one last act of desperation? The last swing of the paw of a dying lioness? Lidia didn’t know how successful the attack was since she had missed all the action, but Sally’s stories suggested that it was a great victory for the FLF. Perhaps there was an unprecedented resurgence in their confidence and effectiveness? A new, unconventional factor that transformed their strategy and tactics? An alliance with distant foreign powers, for example. An Ottohun stealth submarine sneaking into Pussianan waters certainly wasn’t something Lidia had expected to see, ever.

She looked at Diana again and walked around the house. If Diana was here, Brigid must have been up in the sniper’s nest on the small hill a hundred meters away. Was she awake at least, Lidia wondered. It didn’t really matter. She didn’t expect to be ambushed out here, in the middle of nowhere.

Suddenly she heard a faint rustling sound, but she hardly had the chance to react. A millisecond later, strong hands grabbed her from behind, lifted her up like a feather, and covered her mouth. All that training and experience, she thought, it had meant nothing. How stupid and careless was she? Was it the SEFR? Was Diana really sleeping, or…

Her unbelievably strong captor pulled her behind a big protruding rock formation and they disappeared into its shadow. She could now feel his warm breath in her ear.

“Relax, comrade,” he whispered eventually. “It’s me, the handsome and charming monster.” He turned her body around as if she weighed nothing and looked into her eyes. “I’ll take my hand off your mouth now,” he said and waited for Lidia to wink affirmatively. When she did, he pulled his hand to the side, caressing her soft full lips with his rough fingers. He looked into her eyes, intensely, like the way he had the night before. Lidia felt herself melting in his unrelenting strong grip. “I’ll kiss you now,” he said. Lidia winked again. He paused for a moment and smiled, then went in for a long, passionate kiss.

Lidia’s hands dropped to her sides in total surrender and legs stopped moving. She remained in his arms, hanging in the air, like a ragdoll. Her mind was overwhelmed by the kiss all of a sudden. She couldn’t think or move. She was spellbound.

After what felt like an eternity, The man broke the kiss and looked into her watering eyes. She was emotional, confused, shivering. “Good morning, comrade,” he said. “I didn’t see you there when I woke up. It upset me.” He gently stroked her hair with his free hand. “Sorry for sneaking up on you like this. I hope I didn’t-”

“I can feel your erection,” interrupted Lidia. “May I suck your cock?”

The man paused for a second. “By all means,” he smiled and let his captive go. Lidia dropped onto her feet, and then gracefully went down on her knees. He opened his zipper quickly and brought his member out. She held it in her hand and admired it for a moment.
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Then she wrapped her full lips around its tip. When she started to bob her head, that little fight began in her mind once again: On the blue corner, the slavecop who was conditioned to appease her masters. On the red corner, the emancipated girl who was ravenous for intimacy above all else. Both wanted to please him, but only one of them enjoyed it.

He didn’t make any noise, but his body responded intensely. Lidia enjoyed the control she had on his body, his reactions. She was able to bring him to a climax in a couple of minutes. When he was ready to unload, she pushed her head further, burying his cock deeper in her throat. She sucked it all and swallowed it gladly, with a sense of satisfaction she had never felt before.

“Thank you very much,” he said when she finished her task and let his cock out of her mouth. She got thanks? What a strange reversal of roles! To her further surprise, he grabbed and picked her up again like a sack of feathers. His strength was superhuman, almost magical, Lidia thought. He lifted her body and pinned it to the rock behind her, then quickly undid her belt. It took him half a second to pull her pants down. Lidia, stunned by his speed and vigor, didn’t even attempt to stop him. She had no idea what he was going to do to her, but she wanted him to do it.
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“Allow me,” he said and slid her body further upwards, bringing her crotch to his face level. Then he did the unthinkable, burying his face between her legs. Lidia’s eyes opened wide the moment his tongue touched her clit, and then her brain exploded when he started to move. She was right before. He was magical.



“Good morning, Wolfsons,” greeted Ktinodis. His unusually relaxed demeanor surprised the couple. They expected a smirk or a grin from him, certainly not a normal, almost warmish smile like this one. “Shall we move out?” he continued and gestured towards the path.

Tamer turned to Lidia. Lidia nodded. “We should get going. We have to reach the docks before the Ibernian smugglers do their last run. You’ll be on that boat when it returns to the mainland. We have about 5 hours if my calculations are correct.”

The couple nodded and followed the small group of FLF rebels. “Two hours on this dirt road to the Fritz, and then we have to cut through the slave market. We should make it in time, no worries,” Persephone explained. Tamer nodded. The group continued to walk in silence for a while.

“So, are you from around here, comrade?” Ktinodis asked after a while. He was still following Lidia like a puppy.

“No. Nobody is really from here. This island wasn’t inhabited until a couple decades ago. After the revolution, they built a huge reeducation camp on the northern coast. First one of its kind.”

“Reeducation camp?”

“Rape camp. For the enemies of the revolution, their wives and daughters.”

“I see.”

“It was abandoned a couple of years later when they signed a trade treaty or something. After that this place quickly turned into a den of debauchery and illegal slave trade.”

“So, where are you from?”

Lidia paused and looked at the man. Against her better judgment, she liked him. And not only because he had given her several mind-breaking orgasms since they had met last night.

“I’m from the north,” she said carefully. Coincidentally, she really was. She and the real Captain Emma Seymour were from the same region, born only a couple hundred kilometers apart. Seymour was a few years older, but the difference was negligible. “Before I joined the FLF, I ran with a smaller rebel group in the mountains. We-“

“The Isis Brigade!” cheered Persephone who was walking a few steps behind them, just ahead of the Wolfsons. “The legends! They were-” Once again, she shut up immediately when Lidia scowled at her.

“Isis, eh? Another goddess carrying an ankh in her hand.”

Lidia forced a smile as her anxiety returned. She shouldn’t have let this stranger learn too much about her. When the BFA captured and interrogated them, inevitably, her former masters could piece the puzzle together and realize what happened to her. If they somehow figured out that a high-ranking slavecop was running with the fluffers, she would become a priority target. They would chase her to the gates of hell.

She’d rather remain dead and forgotten.

“Forget about that,” she said despondently. “Isis Brigade is gone. Wiped out. Every single one of them, save one. Can you imagine… being the last one of your kind?”

Ktinodis smiled bitterly. “Yes, comrade Sekhmet, I can.”
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“They look rather chummy,” whispered Katalin, gesturing towards Hermes and “Sekhmet,” who were walking ahead of the small group. “After reading all those stories about the Wolfpack, I expected him to be… you know…”

“Less sociable?” Commander guessed.

“Is this how he normally is in the field?” she asked.

“I don’t know. It’s the first time I’m working with him, actually.” He paused and turned to the young agent. “Mission reports describe him as quiet and withdrawn. His unusual cheerfulness, I chalk it up to the fact that he had intercourse with that brunette twice since last night.

“What? The leader?… When?… How?”

“After you fell asleep, and again a couple hours ago. Turns out he can be quite smooth and charming, our pod-freak.”

Katalin opened her mouth to object to the use of the pejorative, but held her tongue when Persephone ran past them to catch up with her leader. For a brief moment, she felt like a harebrained high-schooler again. The feeling made her smile.

They arrived at a peculiar shaped rock with illegible graffiti on it. “Let’s stop here,” said Lidia when Persephone whispered something into her ear.

They were momentarily startled when a middle-aged man emerged from behind the rock with several weathered duffel-bags. Persephone raised her hands to reassure the group. “Don’t be alarmed. This is Lugh. He’s FLF.” She paused for dramatic effect, but the foreigners didn’t seem too shocked to see a male member of the resistance. She continued with a slight disappointment in her voice. “The FTZ starts behind that hill.” “We will change here. Take what you need from these bags and stuff your equipment in these ones.” Lugh placed the bags in the middle and opened them.

“Time to get out of those clothes, again,” said Hermes and winked at Katalin. “We already know you’re good at it.”

“What?” She turned around and her eyes widened. Lidia and Persephone were undressing swiftly. Before Katalin remembered to close her mouth, they were completely naked.

“Do you want help?” asked Brigid, when Katalin failed to follow the Pussianan girls.

“She’s not always this shy,” chuckled Hermes.

Persephone, now her stunning body fully revealed to her new companions, approached Katalin with a leather collar and leash in her hands. “They say you can find anything in the Fritz. Everything you can dream of, except for one thing.” She stopped and winked: “A freewoman walking around, untied and unleashed.” She presented the collar mockingly, imitating the gestures of a corny game show hostess, then put it in Tamer’s hand. “I’ll let you do the honors. You are her husband and owner, after all.” She winked again and returned to the bag to pick up her own collar.

“Am I really going to cross the town, tied and leashed?” asked Katalin incredulously, as she reluctantly started to undress. She looked at Tamer. “Did you know about this?”

“I assumed,” he replied. “You’ve read the mission briefs, haven’t you, dear?”

Katalin blushed. “Yes, of course I did, Alex,” she mumbled and went quiet. Apparently she wasn’t paying enough attention to the details.

She slipped out of her gear as quickly as possible and stuffed everything in one of the duffel bags Lugh had brought out. Once she was done, Tamer put the leather collar around her neck in a very matter-of-fact kind of way and tightened it. When she finally raised her chin to let him attach the leash, she realized that the others were waiting for her with their wrists handcuffed at the back.
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“Don’t be alarmed,” said Persephone, who seemed to be relatively more experienced in infiltrating the FTZ. She was also a bit of a showman at heart. She turned her back and briefly struggled with her restraints in an overly dramatic manner and then separated her wrists to show that the handcuffs were actually fake. “These are magnetic. They will hold the cuffs together, but detach easily when you pull strongly enough. The collars and leashes are real, but you can pull this pin here and release yourself if you need to.” She demonstrated the maneuver in a fluid manner and quickly reattached the collar around her neck. “Any questions?”

“Yes, are we supposed to be slaves?” asked Katalin.

“Not exactly. We are supposed to be recently kidnapped women,” replied Persephone, getting visibly excited by the promise of theatrics. “We are illegally taken from a neighboring country. The Yaski mafia brought us here and sold us to these upstanding local residents. They, as any red-blooded slaver would, raped us in every possible way for the past few weeks for quality testing. Having had enough fun, they finally decided to smuggle us to the mainland and sell us for a good profit. The local Ibernian smugglers will take us there in exchange for a hefty cut.”

“And by us, she means you,” interrupted Lidia and pointed to Katalin. Persephone and I will not be setting foot on that boat, of course. Our part ends at the docks.”

Tamer pursed his lips and nodded. Katalin shivered. Even after everything that had transpired since she was given this mission, the situation seemed surreal. She was standing completely naked in the middle of nowhere, among strangers, with her wrists tied and her leash in her commander’s hands. She was about to be dragged through a den of debauchery like a prized cow. And this was nothing compared to the nightmare realm she was about to set sail to.

Was she really prepared for this? What the hell was she doing out here?

Lidia gave her final instructions to the members of the group who would stay behind. When she returned, she picked the handle of her leash and presented to Hermes. “Lugh and Persephone teamed up, so I guess you’ll be my captor,” she said, with no apparent emotion. She had been trying to restrain herself since the cabin. She felt more nervous than she’d like to be. Hermes picked the leash with a solemn face. When their hands briefly touched, Lidia felt a little tingle, which immediately travelled down to her pussy and shook it up.

“You’ll see a lot of shocking sights down there,” she said, looking at each member of the group one by one. “Women being sold, raped, tortured, even murdered for men’s entertainment. It is hard to visualize the extent of this cruelty before you actually witness it. If… when we come across such scenes, we will keep our calm and focus on our mission. We cannot, I repeat, we cannot save every damsel in distress. We have to stay on course and get to the docks in time. Understood?

Everybody nodded. Persephone turned to Katalin this time. “Remember. They kept us in cages for weeks, raped us every day, beat us heavily whenever we defied their orders. They broke us. We lost all hope and accepted our fate as sex slaves. We are hungry, tired, and helpless. Get in that mentality. Cry if you can, but quietly. Walk with a slight hunch, perhaps limp a little. Can you do that?”

“Yes,” mumbled Katalin. The girl’s unfeeling tone wasn’t helping with her growing anxiety.

The men donned local outfits, shouldered the dufflebags, and the odd group of six departed for the most dangerous part of the trip. Tamer and Katalin walked in the back of the little slave caravan, which gave the young woman some relief. At least there was nobody behind them to ogle her naked form. The two Pussianan beauties were not as lucky, but they didn’t seem too shy anyway. They were born into this strange world, after all. Probably had their fair share of humiliation and violation already. Enough to desensitize them to situations like this.

Persephone was walking right in front of them, two steps behind her “owner” Lugh. Like all Pussianan girls they had met so far, she had perfect proportions: A long slender neck, big tits, tiny waist, legs for days. Her wavy reddish blonde hair was held in a loose ponytail that rested on her left shoulder. She floated like an angel. Katalin was mesmerized by the dance-like sway of her beautiful round butt.

The girl looked like she was created to please men and nothing else. Considering the Pussianan fascination with female eugenics, this wasn’t probably too far from the truth. It was simply impossible to reconcile this sexy image with the rugged fighter they had walked with just a few minutes ago.

Their leader, Sekhmet, was even more attractive. Everything about her was exceptional. She was more beautiful, taller, stronger… She exuded a weird sexual energy. Katalin could see why Hermes was fascinated by the young woman. Anybody would. Male or female.

She quickly checked if Tamer was admiring either one of their gorgeous companions. He seemed aloof and unimpressed, but he was usually impossible to read anyway.

After a while, derelict buildings started to appear along the path. The dirt trail joined a proper road. Lights loomed in the distance, then they started to notice movement, to hear male laughter and female screams. Eventually people appeared out of nowhere, many of them dragging their own fuckstock to the market to sell.

“Move, you useless whores!” yelled Lugh and pulled Persephone to the head of the group. The women understood the command and did their best to get into their roles. Katalin slouched and bowed her head. She was now feeling the heat. More and more heads turned around to check her out. She could hear men commenting on her body, specific parts of it, and the things they would do to her. Some even walked along the group and touched her freely.

“No touching the goods, you miserable fucks!” yelled Tamer when a handsy admirer slipped his hand between her legs. The guy backed off immediately. Katalin, grateful and relieved, started to walk closer to the commander.

Soon they were at the center of a lively slave market. Katalin couldn’t believe her eyes. One after another, they passed through wide squares lined with shops, ramshackle wooden cabins and tents selling various female utilization equipment, ranging from simple whips to complicated rape furniture. Of course, each vendor sold women too. Every square had several elevated platforms to display chained naked beauties and auction them off to a rowdy crowd of men. Helplessly restrained women of all ages, sizes and colors were being raped and gangraped freely and violently, on every corner of the place. The men seemed indifferent to the constant cacophony of hopeless sobs and screams in the background. They kept chatting, joking, trading, raping, and flogging joyfully.

The crowds got bigger and bigger. It was an intensifying nightmare of claustrophobia. Tamer’s occasional threats were no longer effective enough to keep the potential customers away. Rough hands kept touching, squeezing and fingering the young woman relentlessly. Katalin knew she had to persevere and keep her head down, but her mind was now overwhelmed with humiliation and fear. She was on the threshold of a panic attack.

“Alex… um… Master… Sir… I don’t think I… I’m…” she stammered. She could not breathe.

Tamer stopped and looked at her. She seemed at the verge of a breakdown. Thinking quickly, he grabbed her and threw her naked body over his shoulder, then rushed after the others. Katalin immediately felt safer in his hands. She closed her eyes, and passed out a second later.
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“That building. Let’s take her in there”.

Tamer turned towards the ramshackle building Lugh pointed at. Walking behind Hermes, Lidia raised her head to look at the three-story structure. It was a so-called “daily-brothel,” where people could rent rooms to whore their fuckmeat to strangers. She had been taken to one years ago, as bait for the Tigress.

“We need a room. A big one,” said Lugh to the receptionist behind the desk.

“Just one room? You pay by the women, you know.” He pointed at the dirty sign behind him. “I have a lot of rooms available. It’s still early.”

“No need. One room. With a bed.”

“Ah! with a bed? That’s tricky… I have one with a padded rape-plank.”

“We’ll take it.” Lugh checked his watch and exchanged quick glances with Lidia. “Just for half an hour.”

“Nah! You pay full hour. Three women. 30 bucks. What kind of whores are these? What should I write on the sign?” He annoyedly explained further when Lugh looked on with a confused expression. “The electronic sign outside. Monitor. The screen, for your details. How else will people know you’re renting out your fuckmeat.”

“Ah! No need for the sign, we’ll not share the women. Private party,” winked Lugh.

Suit yourself,” shrugged the receptionist. “Less work for me, and you pay triple for a room. I wish all my customers were like you. Arrright. Number 6. Around the corner.”

They found their room and locked themselves in. Tamer laid Katalin on the long wooden rape furniture in the middle of the room, while Persephone and Lugh ran a scan for hidden cameras and mics.

“Only three hidden cameras?” exclaimed Persephone as she powered up the jammer. “This guy must be the most decent daily-brothel operator in town.”

“Or the poorest,” said Lidia. “Look at this rotting place. We are lucky if this pile of crumbling bricks doesn’t come down on us.” She turned to Tamer. “Is she okay? Did someone attack her on the way?”

Tamer pursed his lips. “Don’t worry about her. She’ll be fine in a moment.” He took out a water bottle from his bag and let his semi-conscious partner drink a few sips.

“She better be,” said Lidia. “The boat will leave in an hour.”

“Is it far? The boat?”

Lugh shook his head. “5-10 minutes walking distance from here.”

As the FLF guerrillas began reassessing their situation, Ktinodis approached the commander. “Fainted?” he whispered. Tamer nodded. “She’ll be fine,” the other reassured. “Even I got a little light-headed out there. This was quite an unexpected sight. The sheer size of it! You can’t be ready for such a thing. Especially if you’re a woman.” Tamer pursed his lips again. “Those two, on the other hand, seem rather uneffected by it,” continued Ktinodis. “Look at them. Naked and leashed… yet they look like… well, goddesses. Especially the-”

“You fucked their captain,” interrupted Tamer.

Ktinodis turned to the commander with raised brows. “And you fucked our captain.”

Tamer squinted his eyes with momentary confusion. Ktinodis couldn’t have seen him with Damirovic. Unless…

“She is an ex-girlfriend,” he said eventually. “You are fraternizing with a foreign operative during a mission. Friend or foe, never a good idea. This is not a silly movie, you know. You saw what’s going on out there.”

Hermes nodded. “You’re right. This thing with the girl, I will not let it affect the mission, you don’t have to worry. I just felt… I recognized something familiar in her, you know. Something mysterious.” He looked at Lidia for a long moment and went silent.

“I’m sorry too. This is very embarrassing.” Katalin, now fully awake, sat up, grabbed the water bottle from Tamer’s hand and took a big sip. “Where are we? Can we still make the rendezvous?”

“We can, if we move out now,” said Persephone. Katalin jumped down and handed her leash to the commander. “Then we should go, dear.”

The group quickly organized into a small slave caravan and left the room. To minimize suspicion about their shorter-than-normal stay, Lugh shouted some local-flavored obscenities at the guy behind the reception desk and complained about the unbearably nasty smell in the room. The man didn’t seem to be affected by the verbal abuse. He was fully paid up front anyway.

Once they exited the building, the heat of the bonfires and the screams of the women hit Katalin hard once again, but this time, she was determined to keep her cool. There was no more margin of error. If she delayed the group once more, they would miss the boat and everything would be ruined. She got closer to Tamer and fixed her gaze on his heels.

Luckily for her, they were already clear of the main part of the slave market. They walked down a fairly wide road for a while, which had a busy traffic of chain gangs of kidnapped and enslaved women being dragged in either direction. The screams of the market gradually dimmed, leaving only the muffled sobs of the gagged fresh fuckmeat walking by. When the lights of the docks appeared after a few minutes, Katalin felt some relief. Her fuck-up didn’t ruin the mission after all.



Lidia was supposed to be the leader of the squad, but on this stretch of the road, she had to follow Lugh’s lead. This wasn’t her first time on the island, but it was Captain Seymour’s. Seymour had lived her entire free life in the north, and then spent many years in the dungeons of the Hive, so she was advised to defer to the expertise of the local operatives Lugh and Persephone whenever necessary. She knew that the FLF command had assigned her to this mission not because of her vast experience but because it was a relatively easy, low-risk one beyond Pussianan borders.

Given a choice, she’d never leave her new home at the fishing village, of course. She had to accept the mission, because that was what Seymour would have done. Initially she had considered faking a mental breakdown or something to get out of it, but it was already too late to alter her behavior that drastically. She had been psychologically evaluated by a group of FLF doctors after her “rescue,” and -much to her regret- she had passed with flying colors. She should have acted confused and scared then. Ironically, she had indeed been confused and scared, but she was also a very good actor. At that moment, she had felt that doing a good Captain Seymour impression was the only thing that might keep her alive. So she had over-exaggerated her willingness to take revenge from the androcracy to impress her new comrades, and her fake ardor had been convincing enough for the panel. And of course, a member of that panel, Dr Sally James, had later become her lover. Their passionate times together had given the good doctor more than enough opportunity to further evaluate her, no doubt.

So when they arrived at the docks, Lugh handled the dealings with the local authority. “Local authority” was nothing but an alliance of convenience between various criminal organizations that flourished around the so-called “Fritz,” the free trade zone. When the zone was established, it was meant to serve as a trade hub between slaver states and the others. But the cold war had quickly intensified and the treaty had become virtually defunct in a few years. The Ibernian gangs from Harlotport had seen this as an opportunity to take control of the zone. Then the Sukoneryahskan mafia had arrived to take a piece of the cake. Joined by the corrupt local officials, a haphazard crime syndicate had formed, which in turn had gradually taken over the island and transformed it into the biggest slave blackmarket in the world.

The fat cats at Maidenfair had allowed all this to happen. They didn’t mind the flow of cheap women into the country. Cheap rapemeat was the main thing that kept people content and docile, after all. But more importantly, they had their cut from the illegal trade. Who would have guessed that a group of tyrannical men who systematically oppressed the majority of the population could also be incredibly corrupt?

When they arrived at a security check-point at the entrance of the docks, Lidia raised her head and quickly scanned the area. As Lugh talked to the bernie with a comically huge and probably non-functional machine gun, her eyes searched for anything suspicious. She realized that she was mainly looking at the faces of the women, perhaps instinctively looking for clues of defiance. She was good at it too. Always had been. She used to be an effective tool of oppression.

She shook her head as if that would magically rewire the synapses in her brain, then looked again, this time concentrating on the men’s faces. It was a stark contrast, of course. They looked relaxed, content, even a little bit bored. Their expressions weren’t particularly cruel or brutal, like moustache-twirling cartoon villains. Even the ones who were currently sampling the newly arrived merchandise. The violent action that changed the life of those girls forever was rather mundane for them. Every single day, they raped hundreds of scared girls who had never seen male genitals before.

After making a few lewd jokes at the expense of the females in the group, the bernie guard let them pass. They followed Lugh to a relatively less crowded area. “So far so good” thought Lidia. The guards were all meatheaded thugs, local or foreign, and they stayed out of each other’s way as long as their pockets were full and their dicks were wet. They weren’t going to thoroughly inspect every little slave shipment.

Had this been a BFA-controlled area, they wouldn’t have been able to come this far. Facial recognition cameras would easily identify every single female passing through a checkpoint. They dubbed it the Heimdaller network. Once a girl had her Primary Inspection, she couldn’t walk around in public without “refreshing” her Registry file. Whenever she passed by a surveillance camera, the software would update her virtual image. A new wrinkle on her forehead? Perhaps she had aged a little. New bruises? Changed her hair color? Perhaps she has a new boyfriend or rapist.

Lidia knew that the camera network still wasn’t as extensive and effective as the BFA desired it to be, but it still worked well for them. They had caught a lot of runners and fluffers because the public knew nothing about its capabilities. And it was one of the many reasons why Lidia would never step into Pussianan borders again. The moment she walked by a government camera, it would be over for her.

Finally, the freighter that would take their foreign guests to their probable doom was in sight. Bernies had already unloaded the fuckmeat from the boat and stuffed them in several cage-trucks. Coming from the mainland, these were mostly stolen property, Lidia guessed. Pussianan women were highly valued abroad. Even the trash people throw out would get big bucks in other places, especially in non-slaver countries. Gangs often snatched public slaves and sold them abroad for a huge profit.

The gang brought serviceable trash to sell on the island, and took back exotic goods from all over world to sell in Pussiana, courtesy of the Yaskies. It was an incredibly lucrative collaboration. And big profits meant big bribes for the Pussianan officials, of course.

As per usual, a hundred or so naked women were left behind after the trucks left. They were tied to weathered wooden benches specifically designed for easy penetration on both sides. A few defiant ones who dared to resist were dragged to a nearby warehouse. After a few hours in there, they would undoubtedly regret their initial reluctance to obey commands. The rest sobbed and begged quietly as dockworkers and customers began to fuck them for a low price.

“Slouch a little, will you?”

Lidia turned to “Martin,” and then looked down to see what he was staring at. She was standing upright, in perfect soldierly posture. Another conditioned behavior, perhaps? She had seen similar scenes as a slavecop, and had to remain… look… unaffected. Was this her mask? She quickly loosened her muscles and bowed her head down to signal submission and fatigue.

Lugh handed Persephone’s leash to Martin and went to speak to the bernies in charge of the boat. The plan was simple. Make a deal for six passengers, then have a little fake business disagreement at the last minute. The three Ottohuns go on the boat, and the FLF people stay back. These smugglers were used to last minute disagreements like these, and they would be more than happy if they were paid for six people and had to carry only three. Perhaps they could even cram three more Yametese virgins in the cage instead.

Lidia, now self-conscious about her posture, looked up and scanned the crowd again. Almost all of the girls tied to the benches were now being utilized by the jovial crowd. Many were being spitroasted and whipped. Some were already covered in cum.
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Then her eyes widened with terror. On the wall of the warehouse that overlooked the massrape area, a familiar object slowly turned and stared at her directly. It was a Heimdaller camera, trained on her. The camera was intentionally obscured with dirt and paint, but she had no doubt in her mind. The BFA was watching the docks.

Of course they would! Why wouldn’t they keep an eye on the main hub of illegal slave trade?

Panic hit the ex-slavecop. Was she caught? Was she identified like a moron, in her first ever FLF mission? Her muscles flared. Unable to think clearly, she considered for a moment to break out of her fake cuffs and run. Run? Run where? She was trapped like a mouse in a slaver encampment with armed guards at the gates. Furthermore, she was with a bunch of foreign spies who were about to infiltrate Pussiana.

She eventually turned away from the camera and whispered to the Ottohuns. “You should go, quickly. I have a feeling… That camera over there. I think they spotted me.”

“They spotted you? Who did?” asked Persephone.

“The SEFR. That’s a BFA camera. I’m sure of it. They can identify all women by their appearance. All women in the Registry. It turned and dwelled on me for a while. I just know… I know they ID-ed me.”

“BFA camera, here in the Fritz? They can do that?”

Lidia nodded.

“Are you certain?” Tamer asked as he signalled his team to turn away from the camera. She nodded again nervously.

When Lugh returned with the news that transport deal was done and the boat was leaving in fifteen minutes, he found the group in a high state of urgency. “What’s going on?” he asked.

“We might be compromised,” Tamer said, looking at Lidia. “What is the response time of the BFA? Harlotport HQ must be the closest. How long would it take a strike team to reach here?”

“They can traverse the strait in 13-14 minutes with Cunthounds,” he replied. “But I’m not sure how long would the prepera–”

“They will be here within 17 minutes,” Lidia corrected. It wasn’t the time to hide crucial information. Hopefully, they wouldn’t press her on how she knew that.

Tamer pursed his lips. “We cannot turn back now. We’ll proceed as planned. We will get on that boat and leave. You take your team and get out of here as quickly as possible.”

All agreed. Tamer grabbed his bag and pulled Katalin towards the boat without saying another word. Ktinodis handed Lidia’s leash to Lugh and looked into her nervous blue eyes. “Goodbye comrade. Take care.” He paused for a moment as if he was constructing a long, complex sentence in his mind, but then turned around without saying anything. Lidia held her breath and watched him until he jumped on the bernie boat. She felt sad and heartbroken. The feeling surprised her, especially because it suppressed her panic for a brief moment.

“Let’s move, guys” she said and turned.” Let’s get out of he-”

She couldn’t finish her sentence. She felt a sharp sting in her buttocks and her entire body went numb immediately. She dropped onto her knees, and then fell face first like a tree between Persephone and Lugh’s paralyzed bodies lying on the ground. She was still fully conscious, but she couldn’t move a muscle. She knew too well what caused such an effect, of course. She had personally used it to pacify many runners.

It was a GPAC-tranq dart. Standard SEFR issue.
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Lidia felt hands grabbing her by the ankles. Unable to turn her head, she couldn’t see her captors who started to drag her and her unfortunate comrades towards the warehouse nearby. Once they were inside, strong hands picked her up and laid her on a table. Her eyes were half closed, but she could see Persephone lying next to her in her peripheral vision. She didn’t know where Lugh was.

The heavy wooden table smelled of sweat, cum, and blood. She could tell that she wasn’t the first woman who was restrained on it… or the hundredth. They locked a heavy iron collar around her neck and attached it to the table. Of course, the GPAC in their system would keep them paralyzed for an hour or two, so these guys must have been planning to keep them here longer than that.

Her captors were not in uniform, but she was almost certain that they were SEFR. They carried themselves like officers. They were probably plainclothes operatives stationed here. Of course they were. They didn’t need to cross the straight. They were already here. They had always been here.

Tears appeared at the corners of her blue eyes. Her face was stuck in a state of shock. Behind that frozen expression, her mind was freaking out. How could she be caught so easily? On her first mission! A “low-risk” mission! What would happen to her now? Best case scenario, they would put her back in SEFR, if she could somehow manage to convince them that she was merely a prisoner of the FLF. Of course, her interrogation would be long and painful, and her chances were slim.

Worst case scenario was simple: Public rapexecution for high treason.

“Agent-Slave Lidia Cumgulper, level eight elite cunt tracker. Welcome back among the living.” the man who seemed to be in charge said. “I have never had the pleasure of meeting you before, but I heard a lot about you. I was very sad to see your name among the casualties of the Hive attack, you know.” He paused and leaned over Lidia in order to look at her paralyzed face up close. “Imagine my surprise when I saw the Heimdaller alert on my screen just a few minutes ago. You were here, right in front of our safehouse. Cumgulper, in the flesh.” He slapped her big tits around. They shook from side to side and eventually settled on her ribcage. “And certainly not rotting flesh, like a zombie.” he snickered. “I must be the luckiest agent. Of all the SEFR safehouses in all the towns in all the world, you walked into mine.”

He turned around and looked at Persephone, who must have been terrified beyond belief, but also totally confused by the man’s words. “You brought a friend too. We have no records of her, but I’m sure she’ll tell us everything once she regains her ability to talk. Most likely a Pussianan in her twenties, but not in the Registry. I’d guess that she is… was… a fugitive. Is your friend a runner, Cumgulper? Perhaps even better than that. A fluffer?”

“She’ll talk, won’t she, Cumgulper? You know it. I’ll put you two in separate raperooms and give each of you the chance to tell me everything. The first one to talk will win a prize. The other…” he paused for a moment. “You know what happens to the other, don’t you, Cumgulper?” Lidia couldn’t react, but inside, she was screaming in panic. The smallest hope she had was now extinguished. They knew who she was. And poor Persephone would eventually tell them everything else they needed to know to condemn her. These monsters, they knew how to make women talk. No exceptions.

At that moment, she decided to confess everything as soon as she could talk. RX was inevitable either way, but at least they could skip the interrogation and shorten the pain… Perhaps.

“The male has military equipment in his bag,” said the other man. Lidia couldn’t see him, but he sounded younger than the other. A lower rank officer? “Firearm, ammo. He also has some bondage equipment, but they look weird. Just for show, if you ask me. This thing broke apart while I was sorting them out.” Lidia heard metal jingling. He must have been showing the fake cuffs.

Lidia listened as the guy in charge picked up the cuffs, examined them briefly and dropped them on the table. He then proceeded to check the girls’ restraints. Of course, they easily fell apart too.

“Ah-hah-hah! Look at that! We have a veritable theater troupe before us. And you were complaining about the lack of artistic attractions on this fucking island, Perez.” He walked around the table and entered Lidia’s field of vision again. “That’s bad news for you, Cumgulper,” he said, faking a sad tone, “But very good news for me. It seems I can blow this case wide open even before those sadists at Department 101 get their bloody fingers around your slender neck. I didn’t want to believe it before, but there is no denying it now.” He paused for dramatic effect. “You are a fucking traitor, aren’t you? A fucking fluffer!”

Lidia couldn’t move, but tears started to flow down her face. She was now practically dead.

The younger officer appeared with an unusual looking tablet in his hand. Lidia guessed that it was the Heimdaller access device. “If you are certain that this is A-S Cumgulper, we should confirm the ID,” he said. “I need your finger impression to establish connection, Quentin.” The guy picked up the device without taking his eyes from Lidia’s tear-soaked frozen face. He raised his finger for the ID scan, but paused before touching the screen.

“Actually,” he started, as his gaze wandered around the girl’s beautiful naked body , “I’m not certain. I think we shouldn’t alert the Hive before we’re aaaaabsolutely sure.”

He handed the tablet back to Perez and put his palm on Lidia’s thigh. “And while we are waiting, why don’t we have some fun with the suspects?”

“You’re the commanding officer,” snickered Perez and put the machine next to Persephone. “I was hoping you’d say something like that, to be honest.” He started to unzip his pants. A second later his dick was deep in the poor girl’s throat
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“No, not here, you monkey!” yelled Quentin.” We should still follow basic protocol. We should isolate them. Take her to the other interrogation room.” His hand moved up Lidia’s thigh and cupped her pussy as Perez picked Persephone up and threw her body over his shoulder. “And don’t forget to ask questions this time,” he laughed.

Perez chuckled and left the room with his new plaything. Lidia helplessly listened to his footsteps, doors unlocking and locking, muffled sound of persephone’s helpless body being dropped onto a slab. She wouldn’t be hearing the poor girl’s screams, of course. Neither would be able to make any meaningful sound for a couple of hours, no matter how much they suffered.

Quentin’s fingers were now exploring the inside of her pussy. Her pain sensitivity heightened considerably by the GPAC in her system, Lidia wanted to scream and cry when he mercilessly pinched her cervix. But she couldn’t do either.

“You see, Cumgulper,” the other started again as he unzipped his pants and took this cock out, “Perez and I are being reprimanded for stupid shit we did in our former posts. This is the worst SEFR station to be sent to. We cannot have our own agent-slaves here. They would be useless, since a female cannot have the tiniest bit of authority on this island.” He approached her and tapped her venus mound a few times with his dick, before finally inserting the tip in her slit. “Of course, we occasionally go out and sample the new arrivals, but they are all trash.” He thrust his hips forward, fully penetrating the ex-slavecop. Lidia screamed bloody murder as he ripped her insides apart with one ruthless shove, but only in her mind. “Even the foreign fuckmeat they bring here, basically garbage compared to the BFA-trained S-grade bitches such as yourself. I used to have a tight one just like you. Jizzbum was her name. Perhaps you knew her? She was roughly your age.”

Lidia barely followed the guy’s words. Her brain was being incinerated by her oversensitive pain receptors at that moment. The guy kept talking as he fucked her. It was mostly undecipherable noise to Lidia’s overwhelmed mind. Every thrust was like a stab in her frontal lobe. Ever face-slap was a million volt electric-shock.

This wasn’t her first experience with GPAC. She had her first taste when she was a cadet. On their last night, right before they were assigned to agents, their trainers burst into their dorm and lined them up in front of a wall. Then they shot them with training darts which contained a much lighter dose. Lidia remembered well the helplessness and pain she had felt that night. It had been one of the worst nights of her life. The experience had given her recurring nightmares for years. Only now she realized what a cakewalk that had been, compared to the real thing. She remembered all the runners she had tranq-ed throughout the years. More tears gushed out of the corners of her eyes.

Augmented pain wasn’t the only thing that overloaded her brain. She was also surprised by the intense humiliation she felt. After all those years in service, after getting raped and gangraped by hundreds of SEFR personnel countless times, she should have not cared if this asshole fucked her one more time. But after tasting freedom once, it felt much much worse than ever. Rape was no longer a natural part of her life, her existence. That illusion had been shattered by the peaceful fishing village, by Sally’s soft lips, by that fresh apricot she had tasted for the first time in her life.

This time… it was a real punishment for her.

Quentin kept running his mouth as he violated her holes one after another. She didn’t notice when he switched from her pussy to her butthole, and then back to her pussy. The pain was so intense, it hardly mattered anyway. Her body was deprived of the ability to feel anything that resembled pleasure. She wanted to pass out, but she couldn’t. He knew exactly when to slow down or pause to prolong her suffering. His moves were deliberate, calculated, and well-executed. He wasn’t just fucking her. He was torturing her.

When she felt like fainting once again, he stopped and pulled out suddenly. Her lungs desperately struggled to suck in air. She didn’t know exactly how long she had been accomodating this asshole’s big cock. It had felt like an hour, but it couldn’t have been longer than 6-7 minutes. In her experience, men rarely raped longer than that. He would rest for a few minutes and start again, no doubt. He wouldn’t let her relax.

He tapped on her pussy a few times with his cock and walked around to lean on the table once again. “It’s such a shame!” he said. “You are exceptionally beautiful and fuckable. I’ll be very very sad when they finally end your suffering after a long, painful public gangrape. I’ll probably cum several times watching… but surely, very sad at the end.” He snickered, and took out a big combat knife to show her. “Have you seen one, Cumgulper? A rapexecution?”

She hadn’t. She had heard abridged descriptions. They had been disturbing and scary enough.

“You wouldn’t know how and when it will happen. They will be prepared for several methods. They will show you the options before they start. They will show you the noose, the garrote, the sledgehammers, the chainsaws, the big nails, and all that rusty nasty stuff. They will occasionally pick one up while they are raping you. They will let you believe that it was the end. But it won’t be the end of your suffering. They will go on. They will pick up another tool an hour later. But they won’t finish you with that either. You will think that it’s over, over and over… Until… when you can no longer scream or beg… when you run out of tears and moans… when people get bored of you, and start to change the channel… They will pick something for the last time. And then, and only then, your life will be extinguished in the most spectacular way.” He put his hand over her head and stroke her hair, and then pressed the knife’s edge against her graceful, swan-like neck.

“I really don’t know who decides to use what tool of execution for each condemned woman, but for you, my money is on something sharp. A knife or axe, perhaps. You know why, Cumgulper?” He kissed her on the lips in the least humanly way possible. “Because you are a traitor.”

Once he finished speaking, he raised the huge knife and violently swung it down. Lidia’s brain shook with a jolt of panic as the knife missed her by a millimeter and pierced the table next to her neck. She wasn’t able to move to save herself. She couldn’t even flinch or close her eyelids. What she felt in that moment was pure terror.

Quentin grinned and closed her eyelids with his fingers before turning around. The tears accumulated under her eyes streamed out. “Don’t worry sweetheart. I won’t let your eyes dry out. I know how irritating it can be,” he laughed. Then he took his place between her legs and penetrated her again without warning. Intense pain replaced fear in Lidia’s mind once more.
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“I can’t predict the way you’ll go, but I can tell you what will happen after I’m done playing with you, Cumgulper,” he said as he started to fuck her tight cunt with joy in his voice. “I’ll pick up that Heimdaller access and inform the HQ about you. Revealing your treason and catching a fluffer squad will be my ticket out of this damned shithole, no doubt. I’ll be given a new A-S and perhaps a medal too. You’ll be sent down to Department 101. They will have a lot of fun with you there. You’ll confess to everything and more. I wish they let us ordinary drones watch, but you know how secretive those inhuman fuckers are when it comes to their methods of interrogation.” He paused and laughed for a while. “When they are finally done with you, they will transfer what’s left of you to the special BFA propaganda facility at Harlotport. They have a huge, well-equipped live broadcast studio there. I’ve seen it a few times. Huge. They can do multiple girls at once. But for you, an accomplished high-ranked slavecop turned fluffer, it would be a special solo event for sure. You’ll break rating records, Cumgulper.”

Lidia felt the pain ease for a moment. She couldn’t see with her eyes closed now, but she assumed that he was ejaculating again. “And I can promise you this. I’ll be there, in the audience. Hell, maybe I can be a part of the execution team, eh? I’ll certainly apply for that, yes! I want to be the one to cut that pretty head off.”

More tears escaped Lidia’s eyes. She braced for the next penetration. But the pain didn’t come. Instead, a quick breeze licked her naked body. Was it a door opening and closing? Perhaps the other guy was taking a break from raping Persephone? Then she heard barely audible footsteps, like cat’s paws on sand. A quiet crackle on her right, then her left. A woosh, accompanied by wind hitting her ear. Then a slash and a thump. Something spilled on her crotch. He had ejaculated again, so quickly?

All that happened within a mere second or two. There was something new in the room. Then the door opened again and air followed the elusive presence outside. A few more crackles and thumps. Then it was all quiet again.

Lidia waited. She felt cold. She couldn’t hear Quentin any more. Not his annoying voice, not even his heavy breathing. Then she heard footsteps again. This time, less careful. The mysterious figure reached her and quickly unlocked her collar. Then strong hands grabbed her body and threw it over a shoulder. They moved. She felt the cold evening breeze on her back and smelled the sea. They were outside. Her new captor moved quickly and quietly. She heard people laughing and chatting, and realized that they were passing through the mass gangrape she saw earlier. The crowd’s ruckus disappeared in the distance. She heard the waves. Soon they were inside once again. Her mysterious captor gently lowered her body and lay her down on the floor.

She felt fingers on her forehead. Rough but gentle. They opened her eyes. A bulb on the ceiling shined brightly and obscured the silhouette hovering over her paralyzed body. In a few seconds, the blurry shape turned into a muscled male figure. A familiar one.

“Relax comrade,” he said with a warm smile. “You’re safe now.”
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“I know what you’re going to say, but I had to. I just had to.”

Wearing a subtle frown and his signature pursed lips, Tamer turned around to look at Lidia, now lying under a blanket in the small room the Bernies gave them. She was still unable to move. Katalin was kneeling next to her, trying to give her a few drops of water. “You looked me in the eye and told me that this thing with the girl wouldn’t affect the mission,” he whispered. “And then you ran out of the boat minutes before departure time, killed three random thugs, and brought back a paralyzed woman. I don’t know how you see it, but I say it affected the mission quite a bit, Hermes.”

“Four… And they weren’t random thugs. Soldiers, or agents, possibly SEFR.”

“Excuse me?”

Hermes subtly checked if they were watched, and took out a sturdy looking tablet from his backpack. “They had this with them, alongside various military equipment. Pussianan tech, definitely.”

Tamer’s frown deepened as he picked the tablet from his comrade and examined it. “Military? are you sure? Were they trained operatives?”

“Whatever training they had, they didn’t have any chance to use it,” grinned Hermes. “But I caught a piece of the CO’s ramblings before I went in. I’m certain he said something about contacting the Hive.”

“With this?” Tamer raised the tablet and attempted to switch it on. A biometric security screen appeared.

“Perhaps one of these will help,” said Hermes and opened his bag to show the contents to the commander. “I didn’t know if he was right-handed or left-handed, so…”

Tamer looked into the bag and pursed his lips again. Then he reached inside and took out a hand, cut clean from the wrist. “Right handed,” he said coolly. “The girl has more bruising on her left cheek.” He pressed it on the screen and waited for the device to boot up.

“I’m glad it didn’t require retinal scan.” He dropped the bloody organ back in the bag. Hermes shrugged.

Both turned their attention to the screen. Their eyes widened when a familiar picture appeared.

“Well, Hermes,” said Tamer after a few seconds of stunned silence, “you were right. She is something special.”



Lidia woke up from a nightmare, covered in sweat, breathing heavily. The first thing she saw was a clear morning sky with the moon still visible above. She was lying out in the open, totally confused. How did she end up here?

She attempted to sit up and see. Her limbs’ response was extremely slow and reluctant. Suddenly it all rushed back. The mission, the GPAC dart, the rape, the-

“Don’t worry. You’ll regain full mobility in less than an hour”

She turned towards the voice as fast as she could. Her neck hurt. The foreigners she was supposed to help were sitting around a map. Their commander, the laconic one with the ginger mustache, was looking at her with an emotionless expression.

“You rescued me from the warehouse?” she stammered. “Thank you, I…”

“Martin did,” the commander interrupted, and moved aside to let her see his comrade sitting behind him. Lidia felt a sudden jolt of excitement, but it quickly disappeared when she saw that Martin had a similar emotionless expression. “Against my orders,” Tamer continued. “He’ll be reprimanded for that after the mission.”

Lidia cleared her throat and looked at Ktinodis. “I’m sorry to hear that… but… thank you Martin,” she said and then turned back to the commander. “It wasn’t my intention to endanger your mission, sir. But I’m grateful… You don’t know how much… Anyway. I’ll contact the Nest and we’ll move the moment I’m able to walk. We’ll find another way to smuggle you into Pussiana.”

“No need,” Tamer responded. “The original plan worked, in spite of the unexpected complications. We are already in Pussiana. A few kilometers west of-”

“What?” Lidia’s head exploded in panic and adrenaline rushed into her numb limbs. “No! no-no-no-no! I can’t be in Pussiana. I cannot… I must get out of here. I must-”

“I’m sorry, comrade,” said Ktinodis, then he approached, crouched down, and looked into her scared eyes. “I couldn’t have left you in that place. There was no other way. You were lying there, defenseless.”

Lidia felt herself melting under his gaze again, despite the gravity of the situation she was in. This strange man was affecting her brain chemistry in ways she had never experienced before. She struggled to find something to say, but failed.

“My friends,” she managed to say after a long silence, “where are they?”

Ktinodis made a sad gesture. “Sorry. Like you said before we entered the Fritz… we just cannot save every damsel in distress.”

Lidia paused for a moment, lost in thought. She didn’t really knew Persephone or Lugh well enough to feel sad, but she did anyway. It wasn’t just sorrow. If they were still in the hands of the SEFR, they would talk and tell everything they knew about her, and the mission.

“You don’t understand,” she said reluctantly, “You shouldn’t have left them with those men… They weren’t simple thugs. I think they were… they were…”

“They were SEFR,” interrupted Tamer. “Your former masters, Lidia.”

Lidia froze with her mouth open. How could this foreigner know her real name? There was no way.

Tamer picked up a device and lifted it to show her. It was the Heimdaller access tablet with her Registry file on the screen. “Courtesy of the SEFR,” he said and turned it towards himself to read her info. “Unless you have a long-lost twin sister, you are Agent-Slave Cumgulper, level-eight elite cunt-tracker… ‘Elite’ indeed. Hundreds of retrievals. Two special commendations from the BFA high-council.” He put the tablet down and looked at the stunned girl with the same emotionless face. “A real hero of the Androcracy.”

Lidia shook her head and looked at Hermes with pleading eyes. “No! I’m… I’m…”

“Martin will not save you this time, Lidia,” said Tamer. “He read the file too. Imagine his shock when he saw that you specialize in undercover missions, entrapping the enemies of the regime. My favorite is the successful capture of a crack team of FLF guerrillas at the FTZ a few years ago. The famous Tigress among them.”

Lidia continued to shake her head in panic. She looked at Katalin this time. Unlike the men, she had a noticeable frown. There was anger, and some disgust too.

“Now tell me, Agent-slave Cumgulper. Are we your latest mission? How much does the SEFR know about us?” He pointed at Hermes who was crouching next to her. “Needless to say, Martin is rather embarrassed for falling into your trap so easily. So, if your answers don’t satisfy us, he will redeem himself by breaking your neck.”

Lidia looked at Hermes again. He was stone-faced. He looked slightly sad and heart-broken, Lidia felt, but he would carry out that order, definitely.

“I didn’t betray you,” she managed to say eventually. “They don’t know anything. I’m not working for them any more. I was taken by the FLF… when they stormed the Hive last month.”

“FLF took an level-eighter in? I read the intelligence report on the Hive attack. They executed all the high-ranking agent-slaves they captured.”

“They don’t know who I am,” said Lidia after a long pause. “They think I’m a hero of the Female Liberation Front. The leader of the Isis Brigade, Captain Emma Seymour. Every single person who have met her in person were dead or rotting in the dungeons of the Hive, so I often impersonated her in undercover missions… I know her better than myself. Not much to know about me anyway.”

“The SEFR agents at the warehouse seemed surprised to see her there,” interjected Hermes. “She was a prisoner, being tortured.”

“That proves nothing,” said Katalin. “They probably didn’t know anything about her mission. They don’t put privileged info about undercover ops in the weekly agency news bulletin. Those fuckers you killed were probably exiled black sheep anyway. They were stationed in that shit hole, way out of the loop.”

Tamer nodded.

“You killed them?” asked Lidia.

“Four SEFR officers,” affirmed Hermes.

“What about my friends?”

“Your friends?” Hermes paused and looked into Lidia’s eyes to see if her concern was genuine. “The man was already dead when I arrived. Single bullet to the back of his head. Close range. The girl was in the same condition with you. After I eliminated the agents, I carried her outside and left her in the nearby bushes. She’s well hidden. If she is lucky, she will regain her ability to walk before they find the bodies.”

Lidia swallowed. The smart thing for Martin to do was to kill her and Persephone too, but she was glad he chose to spare their lives. He definitely was not the monster he claimed to be.

“You have to believe me,” Lidia pleaded. “Yes, I was a slavecop. I was a very good one too. But not any more. After the FLF command made that wonderful mistake and assumed that I was one of them, I chose to play along. And I loved that new life. I can’t go back now. I have to get out of here, this fucking open-air prison.” She stopped and turned to Hermes again. “Either help me get out of here, or just kill me. I cannot go back to that miserable life. Just… break my neck, like you said.”

“Not yet,” said Tamer. “We have more questions. We’ll follow plan B for now. Martin, handcuff her to that tree until we figure out what to do with her.”

Hermes nodded and picked Lidia up like she weighed nothing. His touch, regardless of the situation, gave her some relief. She let herself go and smelled him as he put her down under a tree and handcuffed her wrists around its trunk.

“I didn’t trick you, believe me,” she whispered, as he stood back up. “I was just trying to survive. I didn’t expect…. I… Thank you for fucking me.”

“Rest a bit, comrade,” Hermes replied coolly. “I hope you’re telling the truth.”
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“I would offer you a girl, Viltis, but I know you never ‘utilize’ on the job.”

Agent Viltis smiled coldly at Director Thikett. Of course, in his mind he called him dick-head, and he was almost certain that every single person who met the fat ugly bastard did the same. “Thank you, Director,” he replied. “I mean no offense, sir, but I’m rather picky when it comes to blowjobs.”

“Ah yes.” the man laughed showing all his crooked, cigar-stained teeth. “Speaking of, how’s the wife?” He walked up to the slave cabinet and opened it to reveal three beautiful naked slavegirls on their knees.

“She’s fine,” Viltis replied tersely.

“I’m rather picky too.” the man said, ignoring the other’s response. “I always keep one of each: A redhead, a brunette and a blonde. The classics, you know. But she has to be pale-skinned, slender and well-stacked. Can’t fuck a girl’s face-pussy if she doesn’t have such full lips.” He looked at the three girls for a while, then grabbed the brunette by the hair and pulled her out violently. “Please, Viltis, have a seat,” he said and dragged the girl to a chair.

Viltis sat down and leaned back. Thikett opened his zipper and shoved his erect organ in the girl’s open mouth. She immediately started to lick and suck obediently.

“I took your suggestion and had this one trained at Cummypaws,” said the man. “You were absolutely right. Such great improvement.”

“I’m happy to hear that sir,” the other replied.

“I’m thinking to send the blonde next. I hear you own two Cummypaws-trained pups yourself. One of them Yametese? I hope you have a special permit for that one.”

“She is Maechunbu, Sir,” Viltis corrected. “Yametese girls cannot be legally sold in Pussiana, as we both know.”

“Not yet,” the other chuckled. “They will be legalized soon. I hear someone is filling pockets around the capital in order to make sure that happens.” He grabbed the girl’s ponytail with his left hand and started to use her head like a masturbatory toy.

“Yes, I heard that too,” said Viltis. “But I don’t think you called me here to discuss possible changes to our nation’s trade regulations.”

[image: ]

Thikett grinned and picked up a file from his desk, then handed it over to Viltis. He swiftly opened and scanned the first few pages.

“We were expecting something like this to happen,” he commented coolly. “Is this why you asked me to secure the asset?”

“Yes and no,” said the other and slowed his hand down a little to let the brunette breathe. “We expected something to happen, yes, but not something this bold. Apparently they sent an entire squad. We don’t know if they are a rescue team, or a sabotage team, or perhaps a bunch of assassins. The only thing we’re sure about is they are trying to sneak into Pussiana.”

“Could they be here already?”

“Perhaps,” said the man and and picked up a tablet from his desk this time. “Last night, our station at the FTZ went dark. We sent a team to find out what was going on. They found all four agents dead, their tech taken or destroyed. Clean job. They also found a male, apparently executed by our guys about four-five hours prior, just before they were taken out themselves. The guy was later identified as Henry Lorson, wanted terrorist, FLF.”

“Another FLF attack? They are getting bolder and bolder,” commented Viltis.

The guy smiled and then his O-face kicked in. He unloaded his balls into the girl’s mouth and waited for her to swallow it all. Then he pulled out and slapped her hard. The girl thanked for the abuse and swiftly crawled back to her cabinet.

“Not just an FLF attack. It was the Ottohuns.”

“Are you sure?” Viltis asked this time with genuine surprise on his face. “What’s your evidence? Any witnesses?”

“Just one.” He turned the tablet around and showed Viltis a live feed of a tied young woman sitting in an interrogation room. “Meet Persephone. She is the only survivor of the incident. The clueless morons we stationed there almost killed her like they did the man. Luckily, the Ottohuns were equally stupid to leave her behind, alive and breathing.”

“Ah!” exclaimed Viltis. “Now I see why you called me here.” He leaned forward and picked the tablet up. “Hello again, Agent Rapemeat. Been such a long time. How are the boys at Section Eight treating you?”

“Not as well as you would, Master-Agent Viltis,” the girl replied. “This cunt is so happy to see you again, Master. This cunt has so much to tell you.”
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A touch on her wrists woken Lidia up from another short nap. After a brief confusion, she remembered where she was. The Ottohun girl was behind the tree, untying her.

“So, you made a decision? You’ll let me go… or execute me?

“No executions for now,” smiled Katalin, “just coffee.”

Lidia cautiously stood up. Her muscles were working well again. She figured at least 5 hours have passed since she was shot at the FTZ docks.

“Don’t get any ideas, Slavecop. I’m not as big as Martin, but I can easily kick your gorgeous butt. I was fully combat-trained by and against male opponents much bigger than me.”

Lidia nodded and walked towards the campfire. The phrase “male-opponents” boggled her mind.

“Good morning, Miss Gulfer.” Tamer pointed to a spot for her to sit. She raised an eyebrow in surprise. It was the first time she was addressed by her former surname since her E-day.

She sat down and picked up the coffee cup placed in front of her. “OK, I guess your interrogation techniques are… gentler than the SEFR’s. Please, ask away.”

“Where did you get your name from?” asked Hermes without losing any time.

It wasn’t the first question Lidia expected to hear. “My name? I guess the enlisting officer liked the way I sucked his cock so he named me Cumgulper. It doesn’t even have to be meaningful. It just has to humiliate you and-”

“No, not the stupid servonym. I mean your name, Lidia. Did you know, it was the name of an ancient kingdom in Asia Minor, where I’m from?”

Tamer threw a momentary scowl at Hermes for volunteering a bit of information about his real identity, but decided to let it go. The girl already knew they were Ottohuns anyway.

“I don’t know anything about that,” Lidia replied confusedly. “Perhaps my mother… I think her grandparents migrated from somewhere in the East. She passed away when I was seven.”

“How did she die?” asked Katalin.

“AFT at a state brothel,” she replied coldly and looked into Katalin’s eyes as if she wanted to burn them with her gaze. “I was raised in an orphanage.”

“The Androcracy killed your mother. But you enlisted anyway.”

“Enlisted?” Lidia smiled bitterly. “They came to my high school, raped me and a bunch of girls, then threw me in a truck heading to the BFA training facility. That’s how I ‘enlisted.’”

Katalin pursed her lips. Was she picking up her “husband’s” habits?

“Excuse my comrades, Miss Gulfer,”said Tamer. “they are curious about this place. You see, it’s a strange new planet to us.”

“I can tell,” Lidia replied, “and they will easily tell too.” She pointed to Katalin. “This one is trying to do a northern accent. Doesn’t sound too bad, but the words she uses are all wrong.” She turned to Hermes. “This one has… unusually kind eyes. Any woman would be spooked by him.”

Hermes smiled. “Sorry about that, comrade.”

Lidia reflexively returned the smile and turned to Tamer this time. “You, on the other hand, will fit in well. No emotion on your face.” She paused for a moment. “I can’t be hundred percent sure though. I’ve never seen you utilize.”

“I’ve seen him ‘utilize,’” snickered Katalin. “Pretty much the same face.”

“It’s a new planet for these two, but you’ve been here before, right?”

“Our methods may look unusual, Miss Gulfer,” Tamer replied with a soft voice, “but make no mistake. It’s you who’s being interrogated.”

She smiled. Tamer picked up the Heimdaller tablet and showed it to her. “Now, kindly tell us what this thing exactly is, and more importantly, how can we use it to our advantage?”
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“I’m not sure. Never seen one before. I’d guess a field communication device? We girls usually carry a vambrace with limited functions to communicate with the Hive and access the Registry. I have never seen one this big and sturdy.” She raised her head with sudden panic. “No! You fools, they can track us with it.”

“Don’t worry, Miss Gulfer,” Tamer reassured. “My dear wife has taken full control of it and disabled remote access and tracking. It’s a skill she picked up at the local knitting club.” He handed the device over to Lidia. “Here. Take a look. We want to know about this Heimdaller system and it’s capabilities. How can we exploit it?”

Lidia picked up the tablet and chuckled. “You think a simple agent-slave would know anything about systems and strategies? I’m afraid I’m no more useful to you than the tree you handcuffed me to. I’m just a hunting dog, nothing more.”

“Dogs have a good sense of smell,” said Katalin. “What does it smell like?”

“As far as I know, Heimdaller is a face recognition and tracking system. I believe the original version was developed to keep the Female Registry up-to-date, but it eventually evolved into a network of cameras and software to spot potential threats to the regime.”

“It spotted her at the Fritz.” said Katalin. “This means she’s a liability. Everywhere we go, she’ll trip the alarm.”

“No! You’re not planning to take me with you, are you? You can’t.”

Tamer ignored Lidia’s panicked objection. “We can put a hood on her head.”

“No!” repeated Lidia. “It’s not just my face. It can recognize my body signature. The shape of my labia. My gait. My usual rate or respiration at ten o’clock on a Wednesday morning.”

“You’re exaggerating,” dismissed Tamer. “Even if that’s accurate, all those can be bypassed and faked. This says you’re an expert in that, after all.” He pointed to her file on the screen.

“Please,” she pleaded desperately, “I’d be useless. A liability, as she said. I’m just a female. I was kept in a cage. I know nothing about the world. I have no valuable skills beyond sniffing out scared girls and bringing them in.”

“Perfect.” interrupted Tamer. “That’s exactly why we are here. We are going to sniff out a scared girl and bring her in.”



“You don’t need to be scared, little girl. Dr. Grant is an expert. He’ll turn you into a new, better woman.”

Akuma pulled out of Ayla’s pussy and covered her smooth stomach with another coat of cum. “Better on my stomach than my face,” she thought. He took a big sip from his water and shoved his cock back in her overused fuckhole without wasting any time. She was now sure that he was constantly drinking a special fluid to maintain his unnatural erection.

He started to move again, to her dismay. She hoped every load would be his last, but he somehow managed to continue. Physically, it didn’t feel as bad any more. She even felt a modicum of pleasure from time to time. And sometimes, rarely but more and more often, when they left her alone for extended periods, she even yearned for it. It made her feel awful.

What made it worse was the fact that Akuma knew it too. She tried her best to hide it, but she knew well that she was part of a program designed to do just that. She was but one of their subjects. Akuma often told her that they turned many women like her into complete mindless whores. Ayla didn’t doubt the veracity of his claims. Every night, lying bound in her cell, she listened to her fellow inmates. She heard the gradual but inevitable change in the tone of their voices. Every night she could hear less screams and more moans.

A woman with cock-filled holes and overwhelmed brain couldn’t possibly fake that special note. She always knew which ones were successfully broken the moment she heard it. She often wondered what the other girls heard in her screams.

“There is no shame in this,” said Akuma as if he read her thoughts. “We are all machines. You, me, everyone else. Granted, very complicated machines, but we more or less know how to manipulate and tweak specific functions.”

He slowed down his thrusts, apparently to make a point. He put his forefinger on her clit and pressed down. Caught with surprise, Ayla squealed like a little whore. “If you know which buttons to press, which levers to pull, you can pretty much get the results you want.” He ruthlessly shoved his cock balls deep, forcing a painful scream out of the poor dancer. “And as you know, we are specialists. We specialize in you, your kind, worthless fuckhore. We studied you, we learned everything to know about your beautiful body, and we improved you. Aren’t you grateful, worthless fuckwhore?”

“Yes master,” she whimpered with tears in her eyes. “You’ll be an even better woman,” he continued with a grin. “A better whore. We think we can do it. We already tried the new device on 23 of your fellow cunts. I’m happy to report that all… well, most of them turned into quite stable, fully obedient, happy fucktoys.”

He went quiet for a short while, picked up the pace and finally pulled out to ejaculate once again. Her instincts told her to protect her face, but she couldn’t use her hands even though she wasn’t cuffed this time. She was ordered to hold her legs up in the air. This time most of the jizz landed on her chest and face. She flinched with disgust.

“See,” Akuma chuckled. “After Dr. Grant replaces your chip, you’ll react much more differently. You’ll feel grateful and delighted. Serving a man will be the only satisfaction you could feel. We’ll make sure of that.”

He penetrated her again, this time in the ass. Ayla barely flinched this time. She felt numb anyway, both in her genitals and her mind. “You probably cannot imagine it now. Completely understandable. But it will happen. Think about it. What are you, really? What is your personality? A collection of memories and lessons, categorized as good or bad, which your mind uses as reference for your future behavior? On the surface, yes. But they actually mean nothing. What matters is your receptors, synapses and glands. We stimulate the right ones at the right moment after the right stimulant, and you realize that you are no more complicated than a line of dominoes. Push the first one, and you moan like a whore the next second. You can take my word for it.”
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He ejaculated again, this time deep inside her, and then slapped her pussy hard. He often did that when he had a really good one. Ayla was pretty sure that what had made him climax this time was his own words. Akuma was old, short, overweight, and ugly, but he was surprisingly full of himself. Of course, in a world where a man can get any women with the snap of a finger, physical appearance made little difference.

“I know you dread the idea now, but you’ll love it later,” he said as he grabbed the girl by the hair and pulled her off the desk. She dropped to her knees and assumed proper cocksucking stance without thinking. A jolt of shame hit her the moment she realized what she did. “It’s your salvation, worthless fuckwhore. We already turned you into a fucktoy we like to use. After the operation, you’ll like to be used as the fucktoy we turned you into.”
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“Are you cold?”

Lidia shook her head. “No. I’m used to being naked. The weather is quite good here. Not windy like the island.”

Katalin placed the SEFR tablet she had been tinkering with back in the duffel-bag and turned towards their naked captive handcuffed to the tree. Lidia noticed the momentary admiration in the young spy’s eyes. She instinctively straightened her posture and assumed a more enticing position on her knees.

“I’m sorry for your comrades we left back there. I hope they made it.” Katalin carefully adjusted her posture too. “Were you close?”

“Not really,” Lidia shrugged. “I met them two days before I met you. I know very little about them. They knew me well though. I mean… they were big fans of the fluffer I was impersonating.”

“Fluffer.”

“Ah! FLF-er. Old slavecop habit. We at the Hive called them that. It’s a play on the word-“

“I get it,” interrupted Katalin. She looked into Lidia’s eyes intensely. “Old slavecop habit, eh? Hard to get rid of those, I guess.”

“You don’t trust me,” smiled the other. “I understand. How can a woman turn against her kind? Serve as an agent of control? It must be unthinkable for you.”

“Not really. It happens all the time.” She paused. “You’re a janissary.”

“A what?”

“A janissary. A slave soldier. Recruited from the population the ruler needs to keep under control, eventually turned into a tool of oppression for the ruler and the ruled alike. Back in the imperial times, we had an elite warrior corps just like that.”

“Ah! what happened to them?”

“The Sultan killed them all.”

The women turned towards the two men who appeared from behind the rocks. “Sounds awful, but it was an auspicious event,” continued Ktinodis with a grin, and dropped several shopping bags in between the two. The word Dirnekleidung was plastered across the big tacky looking one. “We have all kinds of goodies for you, ladies.”

“That doesn’t sound right. Shouldn’t that be Dirnenkleidung? And who says dirne, anyway?” asked Katalin.

“It’s probably a shitty Pussianan company posing as foreign” shrugged Hermes and crouched down to shuffle through the bags. “Are you familiar with this brand, comrade?” He pointed to Tamer, who quietly took his usual place next to his mission wife. “Between the two of us, we know jack shit about shopping. And the stores you have here are completely alien to us. We just walked into the first ‘slutwear’ shop we saw.”

“I wouldn’t know,” answered Lidia. “Never had to shop for clothes. I went from a state orphanage to the SEFR. I used to be dressed by the state… and undressed by the state.” She smiled bitterly.

“Now you’re being dressed by another state,” replied Hermes, and pulled up a latex bondage hood from the DK bag. “And like all states, it wants you to be quiet, inconspicuous, obedient and dutiful.”

He lobbed the hood towards Lidia. It flew like a frisbee and landed on her thighs. She looked at the ugly thing and thought how she never had to sport one of these throughout her years in slavery. Now she had to wear one as a freewoman.

“I can’t believe I’ll suggest this,” she said with a desperate voice, “but if you insist on dragging me along, it would be smarter to put me in petgirl gear. I’ll need a thick posture collar to hide my neck, a long leash for mobility, maybe some limb covers… And a pair of good kneepads if you please?”

Hermes smiled, and took out a posture collar, a leash, limb covers in several colors, and a pair of kneepads from one of the bags. “Way ahead of you, comrade.”

Katalin stood up and went over to the tree to release their reluctant companion from her handcuffs. Once freed, Lidia crawled towards the bags and picked up the puppy gear Hermes was holding.

“If you’re wondering, yes, I was bitch-trained,” she said as she began putting on the leggings. “As fresh cadets, we all had to do a week of K-19 training.” She looked at the other’s faces. They didn’t seem to know what she was talking about. “K-19? Canine teen? It’s petg-”

“Yes,” said Katalin. “We’re all very impressed by the overly sophisticated terminology your masters came up with.”
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Lidia smiled. Katalin seemed to enjoy jabbing her with snide remarks every now and then, but she liked the gorgeous brunette anyway. More importantly, she admired her. A confident woman, working side by side with men, not taking any bullshit. She was extremely attractive to her, not unlike Sally. And just like with Sally, Lidia felt a strange urge to try and impress the spy girl.

“I haven’t bitchwalked much since, though,” she explained. “Slavecops are allowed to stand and walk in public, no direct permission required. It’s one of the rare privileges we enjoyed as the elite.”

Katalin smirked in a slightly derisive way. It upset Lidia.

“While I find your life story fascinating as much as my friends do,” interjected Tamer, “I feel the need to concentrate on the more pressing matters before us.” He waited for the girl to finish putting on the long gloves and turn her attention to him. “I made contact while we were in town. I have bad news. Our sources say the target was moved very recently, to an unknown location. We have no inkling about her whereabouts.”

“So, you were not lying before. You’re looking for a female. Enslaved or free?”

“Depends on whom you ask.” replied Tamer.

“What does that mean? If she’s enslaved, she’d be on the Registry. You can locate her easily. You don’t even need the Heimdaller access in that bag. Any networked computer will do. I’m sure you can hack it, or simply pay a male citizen a few bucks and he-”

“She is enslaved, but her file is restricted,” interrupted Katalin. High military encryption. Way above my abilities. Apparently the clowns Martin took care of at the island didn’t have the high clearance level required to access her details.”

Tamer took over. “So, we need your expertise, however limited you think it was, Miss Gulfer. We need to know if there are any SEFR safehouses you might be familiar with. Any off-the-map locations she could be kept at. Any alternative ways to locate her. Would you help us?”

Lidia felt warm. Not only because this man kept addressing her by her real name, but because he asked politely. She genuinely wanted to help. She even forgot about her impending certain doom for a few seconds. “Are you going to tell me who she is?” she asked. “An Ottohun citizen, or ally, I’m going to assume. An important one. Daughter of a politician? Wife of a rich bastard? Kidnapped?”

Tamer nodded.

“As a foreigner illegally kidnapped from a non-slavery country, she’d have two possible destinations. One option is the FTZ, but you must be certain that she wasn’t there. You never stopped to look around while we were passing through that hellhole.” She paused and looked at Katalin. “Except this one. She made the mistake of looking around.”

Katalin didn’t respond in any way, but she slightly blushed with embarrassment.

“So, the only remaining option is the Slave Fair at the capital,” said Lidia. She looked into Tamer’s eyes for a second, and continued when he nodded again. “I know. It must be the Pudendian princess. What a coincidence. When she was displayed at the Fair, I was actually there as part of her protection detail.” She smiled at Tamer with a self-assured look on her face.

“You were there, at the Slave Fair?”

“Yes. In a cute waitress dress… Wait! It cannot be the princess, you’re looking for.” Her confident smile quickly disappeared. “They are currently touring the princess around the country. It is a well-publicized event. Everybody knows where she is.”

“It’s not the Pudendian princess,” confirmed the Commander. “We’re looking for a lesser celebrity. An Ottohun citizen, as you guessed correctly, kidnapped illegally and taken to Maidenfair. A well-known dancer, one Ayla Pekesnek. She was renamed “Goldenwhore” when she was enslaved.”

Lidia shook her head. The name didn’t ring a bell. “I’m sorry. The Fair is quite big. Thousands of vendors sell thousands of women. And I was concentrating on my…”

“That’s OK, Miss Gulfer. Your presence at the fair was merely coincidental and has no bearing on our expectations from you.” He took the tablet from Katalin and shown the biometric security screen-lock to Lidia. “We just need a hand.”

“Specifically, a hand that would fit in this circle and unlock the higher-clearance file access,” Hermes chimed in. “If you could suggest us a high-level target whose hands we can borrow, that would be great, comrade.”



“Chief Nagel!”

The chief’s whip slowed down with surprise before it slashed the reddened back of the hooded naked woman hanging from the ceiling. He used his free hand to stop his victim’s swinging beautiful body and turned around.

“Anders. Come on in, grab a cunt, have a seat.”

Agent Anders entered the office and pulled a girl from the slave cabinet the Chief pointed at. He sat down and unzipped his pants. The girl started to lick his semi-erect cock without hesitation.
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“How is your… What was your thing?” Nagel asked, and hit the woman again with full force. Despite the ruthless slash, the only sound she could produce was a barely audible whimper. She was exhausted.

“Severe burns on my back and a dislocated shoulder,” he replied. “I’m fine now,” he added a couple of seconds later, “Hurts a bit at night, that’s all. Thankfully, they gave me a bunch of painkillers strong enough to numb an elephant. The good stuff.”

“The Androcracy looks after his children, my boy. Only the best for our hard-working loyal enforcers,” said Nagel with a nasty smirk on his face. “Speaking of, did you pick a new A-S?” He hit the woman again. Another merciless slash followed by a weak whimper.

“Not yet,” the other said. “I don’t want one of the ‘widows.’ I hear a new batch of cadets will be brought in tomorrow. I was going to ask you if I can pick a fresh one.”

“Of course,” the other grinned. “Take your pick the moment they arrive. I’m sure a tight 18-year old cadet will make you forget about Cumgulper in no time.”

“Yeah, what a shame,” said Anders as he nodded. “I liked that little cunt a lot.”

“She was something else, surely, “Nagel grinned. “She made me look good at the High Council more than once. Remember that fucking frog cult?”

“Yeah, I shut that giant freak dead, and you got a nice bonus,” laughed Anders. The chief laughed with his big belly shaking, and threw several consecutive slashes on the hanging woman. The whip landed on her ass and tits this time, as her body freely rotated. She let out a shriek when the leather got her right on the left nipple.

Anders hated the fat fuck, and was sure that the feeling was mutual, but he knew that Nagel was the best chief SEFR had. He was as corrupt as his predecessors, but unlike them, he also cared about his office and the institution he led. When he took over, the SEFR was but a small department of the BFA. After almost a decade under him, The organization had grown into one of the most influential tools of the Androcracy, if not the most powerful. Nagel knew well what the country ran on: Slaves. And SEFR controlled slaves. Whenever a government agency failed to deliver, Nagel usurped their functions and added them to the SEFR’s, using his connections in the BFA high council. SEFR got bigger, and so did Nagel.

Anders moved in his chair. The girl sucking his cock adjusted her position immediately and continued to serve with perfect obedience. “So, what are we doing to exact revenge on the fluffers?” asked Anders. “I’m sure you are planning something big. And I want to be a part of whatever you have in mind. They fucked up my back, blew up my A-S. I’ll make those bitches pay.”

“Nothing.” Nagel winked and hit the hanging woman a few more times on the tits. Finally, he was starting to enjoy it because she was screaming in pain again.

“Nothing?”

“We are not going to do anything special. It will be business as usual here at the Hive.” A few more slashes. More moans and screams.

“But?”

“But nothing. As I said.” He grinned at the agent sitting with a confused expression on his face. “We’ll sit back and have our cocks sucked. No Cunthounds, koksticks, or tranq-guns required.”

A frown appeared in Anders’ face. He was starting to think that the chief was mocking him. He pulled the girl sucking his cock by the hair and violently threw her to the side. She quickly got up on all-fours and crawled back into her cabinet without pause. “Are you fucking with me, Chief?”

“Why would I do that, Anders? I guess I wasn’t able to convey the message well enough. I’ll let our expert explain the plan.” He dropped the whip on his desk and walked over to the hanging woman to unhook the chain holding her up. Her hard-whipped body immediately collapsed on the floor. After watching her struggle for a few seconds Nagel grabbed her by the neck, lifted her like a sack of feathers, and threw her over his desk. He then non-ceremoniously removed her latex hood and turned her head to face Agent Anders.

“You met Minerva before, if I remember correctly.”
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“I’m surprised to see you like… this… Minerva. I thought you were using a complex statistical model to avoid this exact situation. Rational choices and logical gambits or whatever egghead shit you were doing.”

Finally released from her binds and the Chief’s rough hands, the well-whipped young woman picked her eyeglasses from the desk and put them on with shaky hands. She was exhausted and sore all over, her entire body was covered in red stripes and bruises, and she had no clothes to cover it. At least she had her trusty pair of glasses to hide her teary eyes behind. She stood up and tried to balance on her weak legs. The room was freezing. She was sure the Chief kept the temperature extra low to see her shiver after every fully nude rape.

“I’m still following the plan, Master-Agent Anders,” she started with a trembling voice. She cleared her throat and took a deep breath. “I only modified it to increase my chances of-”

“Ah! Let me see if I remember correctly. Your chances of reaching the age of 30 as a freewoman?”

“Yes Sir,” she nodded respectfully. She hated it when men interrupted her. Especially men who had less than half of her IQ. She had been classified as a genius at a very early age. She could have chosen a career path in academy, natural sciences, anything she wanted. But even as a young girl, she had known the statistics well. She knew most paths, if not all, would end in certain doom for a young woman of her beauty. The daughter of two egalitarian professors, she was practically raised in a large private library. Fully aware of what would happen in the state-led education system, her parents had chosen to home-school her. She would spend her days and nights reading, learning, and of course, slowly building a rational model to keep herself free. She had built a giant choice-tree, a detailed model to build pathways to achieve one purpose: Avoid slavery. Remain free.

She had known she had to prepare for her life-after-parents. Her father passed away first. Sudden heart-attack. She had suspected foul play initially, but she knew well that the state wouldn’t just covertly assassinate a dissident without a televised grand spectacle. Her mother had died several years later. Suicide. Finally run out of their savings, the poor woman couldn’t afford her freedom permit and her daughter’s that year… So she chose to pay for a short-permit for Minerva, and swallow a bunch of pills herself.

An 18-year old Minerva had had no time to mourn. She had been faced with an important challenge after her mother’s passing. She had to find a job. She had her parents’ house, freedom for two short years, and a very big brain. So she’d revised her old plan and started to follow it to the letter. It required to stand close to “power,” close enough to use it for security, but not too close so it wouldn’t destroy her. Like a roaring campfire in the cold of winter. The ever-strengthening SEFR was the obvious choice. In her most daring move, she had applied for a man’s position in their intelligence and analysis department. She had had no idea how the recruitment committee would react. Ironically, her fully logical, rational plan was launched by the roll of a dice, a big gamble.

She got lucky. The selection committee approved her application, somehow. Perhaps they were amused by her apparent delusion? Their questions and comments during the interview had reeked of extreme misogyny, of course. She didn’t care. She was in. And once she was inside the door, there was nothing to stop her. She was smarter, quicker, and more knowledgeable. She was unbelievably hardworking and efficient too. Unlike her male colleagues, she never wasted time raping office slaves and frolicking with other femployees several times a day. While the men barely worked for a couple of hours, she worked 12-hour shifts. Against all odds, she had become the top-analyst in the Intelligence department in a few years.

As she had progressed, she had kept adjusting and adapting her plan to her new situation. It was now a full-fledged computer program, a giant algorithm trained and updated by live stats. She had access to high-security information networks at the BFA, after all. Her “probability of freedom” grew constantly.

But of course, it didn’t matter how smart she was, or how capable her algorithm. It was a male world, run by dicks, literal and figurative. So there she was, standing naked in front of two lesser minds, brutally beaten and mercilessly humiliated.

“The plan changes and adjusts, Master-Agent,” she continued. “Compromises and concessions have to be made, every now and then. I made an arrangement with Chief Nagel to secure a sizable boost to my chances of survival. It requires me to make myself fully and unconditionally available to his sexual advances at the office. He was kind and considerate enough to abuse my body in short sessions in order to let me maintain an acceptable level of efficiency in my non-sexual tasks and duties. He also keeps me caged at his mansion two days a week where I’m fully used like a sex slave.” She stopped and cleared her throat again, in order not to burst into tears. The arrangement itself was humiliating and painful, and explaining it out loud hurt more and more every single time.

“I think you rested enough, Dumbcunt,” said Nagel, now comfortably resting in his chair. He called her that during her “weekend slavery.” Every Friday after work, Minerva would fully undress and climb into the trunk of the Chief’s car, and he would take her to his mansion up north to rape and torture her for two days straight. He brought her back to the Hive on Monday mornings, and she started another long work week. Of course, she had to visit his office every day at least once, often to suck his cock or perform other humiliating tasks to satisfy the fat fuck.

Before agreeing to this, her success probability had been in a disastrous downward tailspin, mainly because of the unforeseen events triggered by the “gas explosion” at the Hive. Every macro or micro trend worked against her. With the winter intensifying, she had to stand closer to the campfire. The price was getting burned a bit. Her algorithm had suggested the solution and she had followed, as she always did. Her model was never wrong, and its suggestions couldn’t be ignored. Figuratively, it was her real master. This radical move took away some of her freedom, but nearly doubled her probability of success.

“Yes Sir, thank you,” she replied and walked over to the Chief, waited for him to decide on the hole he wanted to fuck, then gently sat on his rock-hard dick. She held her breath and bit her lip to hold a scream inside. The Chief’s dick suited the guy. It was fat and ugly. She squirmed in pain when the huge thing penetrated her fully, and her bottom hit his crotch.
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“I’m sure you can move and talk at the same time, Dumbcunt,” said Nagel. “You’re very good at multitasking. Go ahead, tell Anders about Project Valkyrie. It is your brainchild, after all.”

“Yes Sir,” she said obediently and started to move her bottom in the Chief’s preferred pace. “Project Valkyrie is a special task force. We selected a small group of agent-slaves from different ranks and trained them to go deep undercover. We used these agents to infiltrate dissident groups, anti-androcratic movements, even terrorist organizations. We even launched our own terrorist cells and attacked our own bureaus in order to gather credibility. Then we helped them join the FLF umbrella and infiltrated them successfully.”

“FLF? It is practically impossible. Every single female spy we sent, they managed to turn. They can deactivate the neckbands, even the micro-bombs and trackers we implant deep inside their heads. And once the control chip is deactivated, the promise of freedom becomes too attractive for the girls. They immediately defect to the enemy.”

“Yes, you are correct, Sir,” Minerva moaned. She tried to concentrate, in spite of the sex hormones flooding her system. “We have something more effective than control chips.”

“Oh, don’t tell me. It’s the unfaltering loyalty to androcracy, isn’t it?” mocked Anders.

“Actually, yes, it is,” whimpered Minerva. “Unfaltering loyalty to androcracy, guaranteed by efficient blackmail.”

“Blackmail?”

“Our Valkyries are all siblings,” explained Minerva. “We enlist sisters, many of them twins, train one as an undercover agent and we keep the other in a secure BFA facility. We tell them when the undercover agent shows a sign of disloyalty, the hostage loses a limb. If she defects, the sibling is RX-ed. Much more efficient than a micro-bomb attached to the spine.” She paused for a moment. “Of course, we also attach micro-bombs to their spines.”

She was hit by sudden jolt of guilt, like she always was when she had to talk about her work at the Intelligence Department. She had no other choice of course, and it was always easy to blame the algorithm for making her do immoral, nasty things.

“Wow! How many are there? In FLF, I mean?”

“Unfortunately, your clearance level isn’t high enough to access further information,” whimpered Minerva as she desperately tried to accommodate the Chiefs dick hitting her pussy faster and faster. She knew she had to use a more diplomatic language in order to appease men at all times, but she was beginning to be overwhelmed by the fire between her legs. “Only the Chief and the BFA council members…”

“Fine,” shrugged Anders. “But I’m gonna fuck that disrespectful mouth of yours after the Chief is done with you.”

“Ah!” chuckled Nagel. “Unfortunately, Anders, you don’t have the clearance level to do that either.”



“You really train fighting male opponents?” asked Lidia as she absentmindedly played with the Heimdaller tablet. It was the first time she had unrestricted access to the Registry. She had been browsing through the files of all the women she knew. Her comrades at the Hive, distant relatives she remembered, her pre-enslavement friends from the orphanage and high school…

Katalin nodded, and straightened up with slight embarrassment. She realized she had been staring at the Pussianan beauty with starry-eyed admiration. Lidia was still naked for all practical purposes, even though she was wearing the puppygirl outfit the men brought from the nearby town. She was simply gorgeous. The most attractive female Katalin had ever laid eyes on.
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“That’s… unthinkable here. Female on male violence is…”

“Punished by death, I know.” Katalin smiled. “Funny. You have the numbers, but not the courage to use it. In slavery countries, the ratio is as high as nine-to-one. But that ‘one’ built a very efficient system to control the ‘nine.’”

“Wolves and sheep,” shrugged Lidia. “What’s the ratio in the Ottohun Federation?”

“Something like six-to-one, I think.”

“Yet the men outnumber you two-to-one in your little group. Some things never change, eh?”

The beautiful spy laughed. “Well, it’s a Pussiana mission. Sending a bunch of women here would be pointless. We are trying to take a slave out of this hell, not add new exotic ones to their harems.”

Lidia smiled bitterly. She was almost certain that it was exactly what would happen. This brave young woman would end up in the harem of a high-ranked official, possibly a BFA council member, or the minister of defence. Best case scenario, she’d be a fuckable war-trophy, if she somehow managed to evade a high-profile rapexecution.

“Do you guys have… harems… over there? I mean. You said six-to-one. You can’t just…”

“We have polycules,” Katalin smiled. “I was in one. Mine had two men and three women. We lived in a big house together.”

“You fucked each other?”

“Yes.”

“That’s a harem with another name.”

“Well, sort of, I guess. But we are free to leave, whenever we want to.”

Lidia nodded. She liked talking to this girl. She was getting more and more attractive with every word she uttered. She loved her convincing-but-strange northern accent. She liked the way her T’s sound more like D’s every now and then. Her tales from this weird land of freewomen were extremely fascinating too.

“I don’t want to offend you, but,” started Lidia, “you seem to like your ‘husband’ a lot. I can sense an energy between you two. Are you lovers in real life?”

“No!” exclaimed Katalin, much louder than she should have. “No, he has a wife and another bedmate. His own polycule, I guess.” She paused for a moment. “I gave him a blowjob once, though.” She almost smiled mischievously like a high school girl, but managed to stop herself just in time. Still, she felt her cheeks blushing.

“That doesn’t count” shrugged Lidia.

“Doesn’t count? Does too! It’s a big deal. We were in public. I was…” Katalin stopped. Was she trying to impress a Pussianan woman with the one lewd act she performed?

“Really? It’s barely a sexual act here. It’s like a handshake.”

“A handshake?”

“Yes, sometimes literally. In formal situations, men offer their females to each other before they offer their hands.”

“Wow. You have been in such situations?”

“Many times. Whenever my handler had to speak to a higher up, he’d… Oh!… oooooh!… I think…” She paused and tapped the Heimdaller tablet’s security lock screen.

Then she looked into Katalin’s eyes and smiled. “Call your ‘husband.’ I think I found a target for you. A big, fat, ugly target.”
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Bouncytits jumped out of the Cunthound and opened the door for Viltis. He got out slowly, trying to look in full control of his face. He prided himself on being calm and collected at all times. One of the rare exceptions to the rule was long Cunthound rides he occasionally had to take. He could be the only person who dreaded the sight of the infamous SEFR aerocars more than a scared slave on the run. If it was up to him he would never set foot in these hideous death traps. But this morning he had been told to meet some big wigs at the Harlotport headquarters and had had no time to take the land route.

He nodded to the redhead agent-slave temporarily assigned to him for the duration of operation and told her to wait for his return at the landing bay. A-S Bouncytits thanked him for the opportunity to serve in a soldierly manner. She was indeed grateful. She had never seen an agent who didn’t casually utilize the A-S he was given every ten minutes. The man irked her a little with his strange mannerisms and she was sure that he was some other kind of horrible sadist, but she had appreciated the long silences and stillness.

Viltis walked towards the entrance of the Harlotport facility without losing another second. Now on terra firma, he was immediately back to his stone-faced, perfectly in-control self. Harlotport HQ was the second biggest BFA/SEFR facility after the Hive itself. Mostly built underground, it looked smaller than it really was. Only three administrative levels and the main broadcast studios were above the ground. A number of clandestine departments, including the “Section Eight,” were housed many levels below the big stage where high-profile rapexecutions took place. Because of its shape, it was often called the “Anthill.”

After passing though a few checkpoints that put several layers of security between the unwashed masses and the top-secret shenanigans the SEFR was up to that day, he was escorted to the inconspicuous dark green door that opened to the “Section Eight.” It wasn’t the real name of the counter-intelligence department, of course. They didn’t have an official name. Were they the eighth section that was established under BFA? Unlikely. It was just a name, designed to distract.

Right behind the door a familiar face welcomed him with a smile. He almost smiled back. But of course, he didn’t.

“Agent Rapemeat, how nice to see you again! Safe at home, and they even gave you normal clothes?”

“Oh, this cunt is sorry Agent Viltis,” the beautiful slavegirl replied guiltily, “Rapemeat is being prepped for the debriefing. I’m her sister, Fuckflesh.”

“Ah! Luna, was it?”

“Yes Sir,” she smiled at the mention of her former name.

“I thought I was here for a full debriefing. But you are here, so will this be rape-synching too?”

“Yes Sir,” she smiled again, albeit less enthusiastically. “Director Thikett thought it would be more entertaining for our visitors from the Hive if my sister and I were raped together during the debriefing.”

“Fine by me,” said Viltis. “Two beautiful twins being violated and tortured in perfect unison? Surely, it will be fun to watch.”

The girl nodded with an obvious fake smile this time. Suddenly, she was at the brink of tears.

“That’s okay if you cry,” grinned Viltis, fully aware of the effect of his words. “I participated in the training of your sister. At the end, we forged her into a spy with steely nerves. But you, the untrained half, are just like the scared little slavegirl on her very first day. First days, actually. We didn’t let her fall asleep for three days. Continuous rape and torture, mixed with sleep deprivation and hunger. Magical combination.”
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Fuckflesh swallowed nervously. She was crying silently now. She always felt guilty for “winning” the coin toss that day. When she had said tails and the agent had called heads that night, she’d thought he was playing a cruel joke on them about the hole he was going to rape them in. Turned out that had been the case, but also, their fates were sealed at that moment. Her dear sister Lake Rapemeat was taken to another level where they trained undercover agents, she later learned, and Luna Fuckflesh was sent here to serve as an administrative slave till the end of her life. That was about three years ago, right after they had completed basic training. It was the last day she had seen sunlight.

She had much later learned the real reason of her existence. Her “continued” existence. She was nothing but a hostage. She was regularly utilized by the employees like a slavegirl should be, of course. But like all the other girls who served at the department, she was merely a safety pin that kept her sister tethered to the SEFR. To ensure Lake’s continued loyalty and service to the BFA, to the State. To keep her sister’s thoughts on her actual and possible suffering, so she wouldn’t be tempted by the freedom she was offered, away from the fatherly bosom of the Androcracy.

Whenever an agent completed a mission and needed to be debriefed, she was brought in for a so-called “rape-synching.” Out there in the world, young people used the term for casually raping women at the same time, in adjoining rooms, or on the phone, or online. But down here in Section Eight, it had a very different, darker meaning. It was an open-ended session where two siblings are brought together into a dungeon to suffer the same ordeals. An “ordeal” could be anything from a simple blowjob to partial amputation. The only constant was the mirroring of suffering. If one sister had to give rimjobs to a hundred agents, the other would too. If one sister had to lose a nipple, the other wouldn’t be able to keep her own set intact.

They were spectator events too. Higher-ups often attended the sessions for a fun time. Sometimes hostage slaves like Fuckflesh were brought in to watch. No better motivator than a full preview of your future suffering.

This time Viltis smiled. A woman’s genuine emotional distress was nourishment for him. He had a gift of finding weak points to stick a mental knife and turn mercilessly. The bigger the suffering of his victims, the better his mood would be.

“Shall we? I can’t wait to see real pain and pleasure on this beautiful face.”

Fuckflesh gave the man another fake smile and they started to walk towards the debriefing dungeon. As usual, a sizeable crowd of employees were gathered at the main entrance hoping to find a last minute empty seat to fill. As they walked through, a few of them noticed Fuckflesh and attempted to make some cruel jokes at her expense, but Viltis’s strange cold look discouraged them.

Fuckflesh opened the door for Viltis to enter, then stepped in and closed to door, isolating the frustrated crowd behind the sound-proof walls of the huge space. She turned around gracefully and led the agent to the four seats strategically placed at the darkest part of the room. Three seats were already filled by “fat cats,” two of which were familiar to the Agent. Director Thikett, in charge of clandestine operations, and Chief Nagel, in charge of everything. He had no idea who the third man was. Possibly a BFA council member, he guessed.

Then he noticed another silhouette behind the men, that of a woman on her knees. He recognized the shy brunette in glasses from the Agency bulletins of course. Minerva McKluge. The woman who had birthed the prized project of Section Eight, among many others. He smiled. Finally, something interesting!

Fuckflesh respectfully bowed her head and stopped ten steps away from the group, then turned around to leave. She knew she wasn’t allowed to be there when the men introduced themselves to each other.

“Stop, come here!”

Fuckflesh turned around and walked back to the spot she stood at before. “Yes master, anything you need? Would you like be served during the meeting? Shall I fetch sense-deprived cocksuckers?”

“We’ll take three, but later,” the Chief said. “Come closer.”

She approached, nervously.

“Which one are you?”

“This cunt is agent-slave Luna Fuckflesh, sexretary, at your service, Master-Chief,” she responded in one breath.

“Ah! So the other one is…”

“Agent-slave Lake Rapemeat,” she replied. “this cunt’s twin sister.”

“Very well. Undress.”

She hesitated for a long moment. She was already surprised to see the top brass in her rape-synching, but now they were asking to personally inspect her? It was a first, surely.

“Yes master,” she said nervously and started to unbutton her shirt with shaky hands. After struggling with the second button from the top, she decided to rip it open instead. She regretted her decision when the buttons scattered like projectiles, but thankfully none of them hit the men. She hoped her fully exposed big tits would provide some distraction to hide the momentary panic on her face. She quickly freed her arms and dropped the dress down to her ankles, gracefully stepped out of it and kicked it away. She removed her high heels and placed them carefully. Then she returned to her spot and stood straight, and gave the four men a full view of her beautiful, slender body.

“You’re synched now,” grinned Nagel and pointed to the stage.”

Luna turned her head to see her twin sister being brought to the stage, also totally naked. A smile appeared on her nervous face, but she quickly collected herself.

“Thank you Master-Chief,” she bowed her head. “May this cunt surrender herself to the debriefing officers now?”

Chief waved his hand dismissively, and she turned on her heels to join her sister on the stage. She stepped on the raised platform and stood in front of her sister, but they didn’t touch. No permission was given yet.

Lake bore the same big smile. She looked a little bit older and maturer than her sister Luna, who was actually born a few minutes before her. Luna still looked delicate and pale, and had the skin texture of a porcelain doll. Destined to live her remaining life underground, she would never be able to see the sun again. Lake was reminded of that fact every morning. Could her sister even tell day from night here?

“You look pale,” she said quietly. “Are you skipping the UV sessions?”

“I do them, don’t worry,” Luna replied. She was about to comment on the plethora of bruises on her sister’s body, but she closed her mouth when the debriefing officer walked up to them.

“Rapemeat and Fuckflesh, back together again,” he grinned. “When was the last time you-”

“7 months and 5 days, Master-Agent York,” Luna replied.

“So, you can tell day from night in this place?” Lake whispered.

“I’m still allowed to look at calendars,” replied her sister. Both smiled.

York ignored the dialogue between the twins as he took notes in his tablet, then raised his head. “That’s a long time. You must have missed each other.”

“Yes, Master-Agent York, Sir.”

“Very well. You may now touch… But first, let me see a passionate kiss. On the lips!”

Despite his obvious intention to humiliate them, neither hesitated. They grabbed each other tightly and locked their lips in a long, passionate kiss. Unbeknownst to this asshole, they used to perform such lewd tricks to shock boys even before their E-day.

York grinned and started the recording system. Then he turned around to address the big wigs sitting a few meters away. The men were hard to see in the dark corner which was now further shrouded by a layer of smoke from Thikett’s cigar.

We are here for the debriefing of agent-slave Lake Rapemeat, returning Valkyrie operative, and periodical performance evaluation of agent-slave Luna Fuckflesh, resident sexretary. They will be rape-synched fully, receiving all the rewards and punishments either of them acquired since their last synching seven months and five days ago. I’m Master-Agent York, to supervise the event. Master-Agents Herrera, Jones, Davies and Govern will assist me in questioning, penetrations and floggings.

He turned around again and nodded to Herrera and Jones, who were busy putting the girls in heavy leather ankle and wrist cuffs, and collars. “Bring them forward. We’ll start with the routine skullfuck. Faceslaps only at this stage.” Herrera grabbed Lake by her braided long hair, and Jones did the same with Luna. They dragged the girls to the center of the stage and pushed them down onto their knees. Neither girl would even think of resisting, but they appeared reluctant because of the way they were brutally manhandled.

The agents pulled heir hair up to stretch their slender necks and bent their heads back, then landed five consecutive hard slaps on their left cheeks. They waited for a couple seconds to give the girls time to thank for the abuse and beg for more, then landed another five. Luna and Lake dutifully thanked again. Without losing any time, agents passed the girls’ hair to their right hands, leaving their left to slap the other side. Ten more hard slaps exploded on their pretty faces, leaving them with teary eyes and bright red cheeks.

While Luna and Lake thanked the agents again, they took out their hard cocks out. They were almost-perfect copies of each other in size and shape, only difference was the skin shade. The girls then begged to be fucked in their face-pussies, in perfect unison. Hair braids changed hands again, and cocks were non-ceremoniously shoved into the girls’ mouths. In a truly inhuman, almost machine-like manner, the agents started to fuck the twins’ throats. Then and only then the synchronisation started to show slight deviations, and neither the men nor the girls were able to remain in full control of the noises they made. A cacophony of gurgles and slurps filled the large room.
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Viltis was fascinated for the first few minutes. This was his first time watching a rape-synching. He more or less understood the psychological reason behind the so-called “synchronization,” of course. This process was perfected through trial and error by viasmologists long before the Valkyrie project decided to take it to the next level for its own purposes. The original idea was developed as a military drill to increase group cohesion, and it worked well, but not exactly the way they expected.

The effect on the male soldiers was negligible. Merely above a simple march around the base. On the other hand, it increased group cohesion among the fuckmeat the army provided for its soldiers. The slavegirls who suffered the same ordeals became closer, loyal and self-sacrificing. Girls who never spoke to each other turned into sisters after a few sessions.

It was the common enemy: The men and their brutality. As expected, the Army had dropped the practice immediately. It was Minerva’s ingenuity, more selfish than evil, that had turned a potentially dangerous practice into a useful tool for the purposes of the tyranny of men. To make the process more fool proof, she suggested to use sisters, especially twins, whenever possible. The project was a dazzling success. None of the active Valkyries had ever defected to the enemy, or failed to complete their undercover missions even at the farthest corners of the world.

After a while, the brutal double facerape on the stage became repetitive for Viltis. The other three seemed to be enjoying the spectacle fully, probably because three deaf-mute-blind slavegirls were now sucking their cocks dutifully. Viltis made a face and looked at Minerva with the corner of his eye. She was silently crying with her head bowed down. The sight gave Viltis a mental boner, and an actual boner too. The woman was not a loyal believer of Androcracy, or particularly proud of whatever was happening on the stage at the moment. Viltis wondered what motivated her. The mystery made his boner even harder.

“Spit-roast time!” said Thikett with excitement, and sat straighter to see the stage better. The girl between his legs immediately adjusted her position and angle for his comfort. Viltis reluctantly turned his attention back to the synching on the stage. Still with cocks in their mouths, Rapemeat and Fuckflesh were dragged to and bent over two simple wooden frames, giving access to the remaining two agents. Davies and Govern took their places behind the girls and penetrated them in their pussies without hesitation. More muffled screams and moans were added to the sounds that echoed around the room.

“You’re not having much fun, Viltis,” said Thikett. “Let go a little, eh?”

“With all due respect, Sir,” started the Agent, “the show is… entertaining, of course. But I was hoping to speak to agent Rapemeat in a calmer setting. I thought you brought me here because I knew her well. I’ve trained her, even utilized her a few times. I might help you access extra information if you let me debrief her alone.”

“You utilized an agent?” asked Thikett in genuine surprise. “That’s the most surprising information I learned today.”

“I, of course have done and will always do whatever the task requires,” Viltis replied coldly.

“And that’s why Thikett brought your name to my attention,” interrupted Chief Nagel. “You’re making the wrong assumption, Agent Viltis. You are not here because you have trained agent-slave Rapemeat. It’s a plus, of course. But you are here because of a recent case you handled all very tactfully and successfully. A case involving a high-profile alumni of this very organization.”

It took Viltis a second to realize what the chief was talking about. The disappearance of Stephanie Prancer. It was a simple kidnapping on the surface, but actually, it was the greatest security threat ever posed to the BFA and the SEFR. A rogue Section Eighter, with the ability and know-how to access, alter, and even destroy the Registry and all the vital systems connected to it. Of course, Viltis would never let them know that he had simply mopped up after a horny teenager and a retired slavecop. That unlikely duo had done most of the dirty work, hunted the operative down and even killed him, and Viltis had simply arranged the pieces around in the best way possible after everything had gone down. That was an achievement in itself, of course.

He nodded to show he understood. Chief continued. “This show, we call it a debriefing, but it is what it is: A show. We already debriefed Rapemeat, aka Persephone. Believe me, it is a fascinating story with many twists.” He took out a data stick and handed it to Viltis. “Video recording of the interrogation, with some highly classified parts edited out. Watch on an airgap computer, of course.”

He nodded.

“I’ll give you the juicier parts. The hit at the FTZ, we confirmed that it was the Ottohuns. They are now in Pussiana, somewhere between here and the capital. Three operatives, two male and one female, posing as a Northern Pussianan couple and friend. All highly trained, by the looks of it. Rapemeat describes them in full detail in the video. She says they arrived on a sub. We have never detected them, so that poses a big problem for the fucking Navy too.” He turned to the man sitting next to him. “That’s why those incompetent bastards sent Vincent here to “observe” the debriefing. The man didn’t seem to mind the verbal abuse. Obviously this was his first time at a synching too, and he was enjoying the spit-roasting of the twins too much.

“Am I wrong to assume you left the real big news for the last, Chief?” asked Viltis. So far, the information he heard wasn’t particularly interesting.

Nagel grinned. “They have a slavecop with them.”

“A slavecop? They captured one?”

“No. A slavecop. The slavecop. The star of the SEFR who inspired the TV show ‘The Blue.’ The youngest slavecop to ever reach level eight.”

“I’m sure you are mistaken,” said Viltis. “Agent-Slave Lidia Cumgulper was regrettably among the casualties of the ‘gas explosion.’ I personally attended the ceremony where she was posthumously inducted to the Hall of the Heroines of the Revolution.”

“Unfortunately,” said Nagel with a sad face, “we’ll have to take her plaque down from that wall now. Lidia Cumgulper is a traitor. She is an enemy of the state, Viltis, and it’s your job to bring her to me. Alive if possible.”
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The men arrived in a beige rental car. They had new clothing items on too. Ugly stuff with some local flavor.

“You may come out girls,” Ktinodis yelled. “Your ride is here.”

Katalin and Lidia appeared from behind the rocks and descended quickly, with impressive agility.

“Wow!” said the stocky muscle-man as he opened the trunk of the car. “We got ourselves a pair of mountain goats, Alex.” He moved aside and gestured towards the spacious padded chamber with straps and chains . “For our delightful companion in puppy gear,” he smiled. “The gentleman at the rental agency assured us this ‘female compartment’ would comfortably hold three small-size fucktoys.” He turned to Katalin, who got a slight frown. “Don’t give me that look. His words. I’d never use such a term. I prefer ‘petite.’”

Lidia smiled and climbed into the trunk without saying anything. Martin was funny. She liked his jokes. And she wanted him to fuck her again too. She just wasn’t sure if he would, after learning her true identity.

The commander brought the remaining equipment from their camp and dropped them in the trunk, in the smaller storage space next to the female compartment. “I’m sure you understand, Miss Gulfer,” he started with usual emotionless tone, “we’ll restrain you properly during car rides. You’ll wear the hood to avoid cameras. And a gag too, because we don’t completely trust you yet.”

“I understand,” said Lidia. “I appreciate the explanation.” She put her wrists and ankles together to be tied and smiled to Ktinodis. “You’ll be missing out, of course. As a slavecop, I specialize in car blowjobs, first and foremost.”

“I’m glad you are now able to make jokes,” smiled the man. “A long way from the panicked girl who woke up in her worst nightmare this morning.”

Lidia smiled again. He was right. She felt different. Invigorated. She was still nervous about the road ahead, but this unusual trio was giving her courage. They were confident, capable professionals. Perhaps they had a chance to accomplish their task and get out unscathed? Perhaps they could take her with them too. To freedom… to that magical land of freewomen where she wouldn’t have to serve every men.

“When we’re on foot, you’ll be leashed and walked as a pet, as you suggested. If circumstances require, you’ll be subject to rough treatment, sexual abuse and even beatings. We will do anything and everything to avoid suspicion. Do you understand that?”

“Yes Sir,” replied the ex-slavecop and raised her wrists. “Would you please tie me up now?”

“I’ll handle that,” grinned Ktinodis and fished out a bunch of zip-ties from his duffel-bag. He quickly restrained the girl’s limbs and gently laid down her beautiful body in fetal position. His touch gave Lidia a series of shivers and a hot fantasy to warm her crotch for the ride ahead.

“That doesn’t look very comfortable,” said Katalin. “Are you sure it would take three? Because-”

“Can’t tell, but it will definitely take two,” said Tamer and pointed at the empty space next to the fully bound Pussianan beauty.

“You can’t be serious!”

Tamer pursed his lips. He was always serious.

Katalin sighed and rolled her eyes. “Fine. Should I undress too?”

“If you like,” said Tamer. “It’s not absolutely necessary. But I’ll tell you the same thing I told her. If circumstances require, you’ll be subject to rough treatment, sexual abuse and even beatings. That’s basically why you’re here, dear.”

“Yes… dear,” replied Katalin. “Of course I know that.” She raised her wrists for him to zip-tie, and climbed into the “female compartment.” In a few moments she was lying in fetal position, her bound body interlocked with Lidia’s.

“What do you know,” snickered Ktinodis. “Still has space for one more woman. The guy wasn’t bullshitting us, eh?”

Tamer nodded. “Don’t worry ladies. It will be a short ride. Our next stop is a safehouse located in a small town, north of Maidenfair. It was chosen for its proximity to the last known location of our target. That no longer is pertinent, but luckily it’s also close enough to the new target Miss Gulfer kindly suggested. We’ll be there in two hours.”

“It’s in Bitcham?”

Tamer looked mildly impressed. “Yes. You guessed it from what I said?”

“Small town north of Maidenfair, close to Nagel’s residence. Two hours from here. Not too difficult to figure out. We girls handle navigation in SEFR Cunthounds, you know… When we aren’t sucking our handlers’ cocks, of course.”

“Very good,” Tamer almost smiled. “So, anything mention-worthy about the place?”

“They make good cheese.”

“Good for them, but not exactly what I wanted to know.”

“There is a wooded area to the east of town. It could be used as an alternative hide-out. Runners often try to hide there. They cannot, of course. The trackers in the neckbands lead us right to them. Recent models even paralyze the slaves if they leave a predetermined area and automatically alert the SEFR.”

“Is there a permanent SEFR presence? A Cunthound station?”

“Just the local BFA Registration Bureau. Small town office with a dozen fat guys and about 20 slavegirls, maybe. SEFR doesn’t have to be present everywhere. They can control everything from only seven headquarters in major cities.”

“That you know of,” said Tamer. “I have to burst your bubble, Miss Gulfer, but we know that there are at least 22 SEFR major operational centers in Pussiana.”

“22? Really?”

“Well, a perpetually-caged slavegirl says seven, and our high-tech satellite intelligence network says 22. The true number must be somewhere in between,” snickered Katalin.

Lidia ignored the jab. “Doesn’t matter. Nagel will be at the Hive or at his main residence close to the Hive. Of course, the Hive would be too risky, especially after the attack. His house will be well-protected too. You can get him while he is travelling in between. It would be relatively easy to do. He’s a creature of habit. A vile, nasty, sadistic creature of awful habits.”

Tamer nodded. “We’ll discuss all possible strategies when we reach the safehouse, Miss Gulfer. Anything else before we leave?”

“Yes,” said Lidia. “Just one thing. If… When you get that fucking bastard, would you please let me do some damage? I’m practically dead anyway. I want to try this ‘female-on-male violence’ thing at least once before my inevitable rapexecution.”



Viltis finished watching Rapemeat’s debriefing video on his tablet and removed his headphones. Luna and Lake’s screams of pain immediately hit his ears. The twins were now hanged by their necks, precariously balanced on their tiptoes. They were surrounded by the four agents, each wielding a nasty-looking bullwhip. Their slender bodies were covered in dark red stripes, front and back. The rhythmic slashing sound of leather slicing flesh and the girls’ blood-curdling screams echoed around the hall like the ticking of an infernal clock.

He enjoyed female suffering as much as the next Pussianan male citizen, of course. But he preferred to have an active role in abuse. This prolonged torture session was no longer fun for him. That was why he had chosen to start watching Lake’s debriefing video while the twins were forced to take turns assraping each other with extra-large strap-ons.

His three colleagues didn’t look bored at all, even though they were no longer fully engaged with the show on the stage. They were chatting on various topics while enjoying the company of the ‘sensory-deprived’ slavegirls they were given.

“Do you know what’s the most interesting thing in this place?”

He turned to see Chief Nagel looking at him with his girl slowly riding his big fat cock.

“The obvious and boring answer would be the ‘synching,’ so I won’t pick that one, Sir,” Viltis replied.

“It’s these girls they give you,” Nagel grinned. “Look at her. She cannot see, hear, or speak. She can feel nothing but the abuse she receives. Beatings and sexual violation. Nothing else. Doesn’t that make your cock hard like a diamond, Viltis?

It did. Viltis never had thought about the sensory-deprived slavegirls used by the Section Eight before, but yes, the idea of taking everything from a female intrigued him.

“Imagine, Viltis,” the other continued. “We don’t even know who these girls were. We will never know. Their identities were erased before they were brought down here. Some fucking asshole picked these girls from among a larger group for some reason and sentenced them to be ‘reduced.’ Other fucking assholes did some nasty butchering to remove their sight, hearing, and ability to speak. They woke up the next they in a pitch black, silent nightmare, unable to scream for help. Can you imagine the terror?”

Viltis nodded. He was hard.

“And then, beatings and rapes begin. They don’t know who is doing this to them. They don’t know where they are. They don’t know why. They don’t know what will happen to them eventually. Who knows what such unimaginable cruelty would do to their little brains? What is this one thinking right now? Her world is nothing but cocks in the void, penetrating her without warning, with no regularity or reason. How can she make sense of it? Does she have theories? Maybe she gave up and checked out long ago. Is she completely detached from reality? Perhaps she’s playing a game in her mind while I’m raping her. She must have some kind of coping mechanism to remain sane, don’t you think?”

“A very interesting thought, Chief,” replied Viltis. Finally, he was intrigued.

Nagel grinned again. His fat face somehow looked like a bloodthirsty hyena’s. “In a way, we are like her, Viltis. We’re in complete darkness, being fucked in the ass. But unlike this little cunt, we won’t lie down and take it, right? We will find these fucking Ottohuns and fuck them back.”

Viltis chose to nod instead of trying to come up with a verbal response. It was obvious that Nagel was proud of his forced little segue.

“Now, tell me Viltis. Don’t you want one of these poor fucktoys on your cock now? Shall I have one brought for you?”

“You made them sound more attractive than I initially thought, Chief,” replied the agent. “But I must respectfully decline.”

“I told you” chuckled Thikett. “You cannot entice Viltis. He is more machine than man. And you owe me a hundred bucks.”

A bet at his expense? Viltis frowned. It wasn’t anger he felt, but pity. He was frustrated by such lesser minds, and the world was full of them. Especially in high power positions.

“Not so fast, Dickhead,” waved Nagel. Viltis almost chuckled when the chief used everybody’s pejorative nickname for Thikett. Name calling? Of course, lesser minds! “I noticed you keep looking at Minerva. I assume you’re a fan?”

Viltis looked genuinely surprised this time. He felt like a boy caught with his hand in the cookie jar. “Yes Sir,” he responded. “I have been following Ms McKluge’s career for a while now. Yes, I’d call myself a fan.”

“Ah! Let me introduce you, then,” Chief exclaimed victoriously and turned to the young woman silently waiting a few meters away. “Minerva! Come here!”

As she left the safety of the shadow and approached the group of men, her beautiful face was dramatically illuminated. Her intelligent eyes looked sad, and a bit scared too. “Yes, Chief,” she said respectfully. It was love at first sight for Viltis.

“Minerva, meet Agent Viltis. He’s a fan of yours.”

“How do you do, Agent Viltis?” greeted the woman, not knowing how to respond to the “fan” part.

“I’m sure Viltis would like to have a private chat with you, right?” Nagel turned to the agent. Viltis nodded. “Yes, I’d like to pick your brain on a few subjects.”

“Yes, you do that,” interrupted Nagel, “and give her an orgasm.”

“Excuse me?”

“You’ll take Minerva to an empty office, and ‘pick her brain,’ as you said. Pick it hard and long. Give her at least one orgasm. Would you respectfully decline this offer too?”

Viltis froze for a few seconds, thinking. He wanted to have a “chat” with Minerva McKluge, of course. He would even entertain the idea of utilizing her sexually. The only thing that pissed him off was the fact that he was reduced to a pawn in a silly game between Nagel and Thikett.

“Of course, I’d be happy to,” he said eventually and smiled to the shivering woman. “Shall we?”

He turned around and walked out of the hall. Minerva quietly followed. He found an unused room with nothing but two chairs and a desk, held the door for the woman to enter and locked it. Then sat down without saying a word.

Minerva looked around for a few seconds absentmindedly, then walked to the center of the room. She timidly started to unbutton her shirt. Viltis leaned back and enjoyed the gradual revelation of the beautiful woman’s full round boobs for a while.

“I will not utilize you,” he suddenly said, while she was struggling with the last button.

Minerva stopped, surprise on her face. “I don’t understand, Agent.”

“I won’t rape you,” Viltis repeated. “I don’t utilize women at work unless I absolutely have to.”

An awkward silence. Minerva looked down to her bared chest and looked at Viltis again. “So, should I-”

“No, take them all off. I want to see you naked.”
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Minerva sighed. She took her shirt off and put it on the back of the chair next to her. Then she hesitated for a moment, unable to decide if she should let the man have a good look at her exceptionally beautiful chest before proceeding. After waiting for a few seconds, she slowly unzipped her skirt and stepped out of it. She laid the skirt on top of her shirt. A stickler for the rules and regulations, she of course didn’t have any panties on. A woman after Viltis’ own heart. Another moment of hesitation followed. Viltis figured that she was trying to decide if she should remove her heels or not.

“Keep the shoes on,” said Viltis. “I don’t consider myself a big fan of bare feet.”

Minerva nodded. She didn’t know what to do. In her experience, stripping was always followed by violation, but viltis was clear about his intention not to fuck her. The uncertainly made her even more nervous.

“Please,” Viltis gestured towards the desk. “Lie down and relax.”

She looked at him for a moment, puzzled, then walked to the desk and climbed on top of it. She lay down on her back, trying in vain to unclench.

Viltis stood up and walked towards her. “Open your legs and lift them in the air.”

She did as she was told. He was one of those guys women were unable to disobey. His voice, his tone, his cadence commanded respect.

“Wider.”

She pulled her long shapely legs towards herself and opened them wider. Her womanhood was now in full view of the man who she just met. She didn’t know who he really was. Not that it mattered, of course. She was offered to this man by Nagel as a treat. He was being rewarded or bribed for something, she figured. Nagel shared her from time to time, but only with important people he wanted to impress or elicit favors from.

Somehow, this one felt different.

“You may touch yourself. Around the clit, not in the hole. Start with a slow tempo.

“Excuse me?”

“I promised not to rape you,” said Viltis, “but I also promised Nagel to give you an orgasm. I’m a man of my word, Ms McKluge. Now, do as you’re told. Clit, no hole, slow tempo.”

“Okay… Yes, I…”

“Yes Sir, Agent Viltis, Sir.”

“Oh… Yes Sir, Agent Viltis, Sir.”

As Minerva reached for her clit and started to rub it, Viltis began walking around the desk slowly, admiring the young woman’s beautiful naked body from different angles.

“We’ll play a little game, Ms McKluge,” he said with a soft voice. “You’ll answer my questions truthfully. If I believe you do, I’ll let you go faster. If you lie to me, I’ll make you stop. Do you understand?”

“Yes sir, agent Viltis, Sir.”

“Good. First question. Your parents. They were subversives, weren’t they?”

Minerva hesitated for a few seconds then replied with a trembling voice. “Yes sir, Agent Viltis, Sir.”

Viltis stopped right behind Minerva and put his right palm on her forehead. “You may rub faster.”

Minerva picked up the pace. Her clit was burning with desire already.

“But you’re not a subversive. Are you a true believer of androcracy?”

“Yes Sir, Agent Viltis Sir,” Minerva replied breathlessly. She was getting closer and closer.

“Stop!” he yelled and slapped the woman hard. She immediately pulled her hand back from her clit.

“I’ll ask again, Ms McKluge. Are you a true believer of androcracy? Do you believe, without reservation, I have a natural right to rule you?”

“No… sir. Agent Viltis, Sir,” she replied with a barely audible voice, and braced for another slap. It was a moment of weakness she didn’t see coming. Telling the naked truth to a BFA agent? Complete disregard and violation of everything she had painstakingly built? She should have been terrified. Instead, she felt relief.

Viltis smiled and started to walk around the desk again. “Put your finger back on that clit. Slow tempo.”

She obeyed.

“Did you know that Agent-Slave Gumgulper was a traitor?”

“She wasn’t a traitor, agent Viltis, Sir,” replied the woman. “She just embraced freedom when she was given a taste of it.” She paused for a long moment. “I am the traitor.”

Viltis stopped and looked at Minerva’s face. Another moment of relief? “You may go faster,” he said. “You’re the traitor, because…”

“Did you see that show back there?” Minerva said, almost out of breath. “Did you listen to the screams of those poor sisters? Only two of thirty-four. I did that. It’s all my fau-…” she stopped. Tears finally appeared at the corners of her eyes.

“Faster!” yelled Viltis. “Yes. You are a traitor to your own kind. They say traitors have a special place in hell, don’t they? Do you believe in hell, Ms McKluge?

“I’m already there!” moaned Minerva. She was about to cum. Her body felt hot, like she was engulfed in flames… Like she was lying on cinders. The only thing she needed was the permission. “I’m already in Hell! This is… this is…”

“As fast as you need, Minerva,” said Viltis, “you may cum!”

She closed her eyes and started to rub like crazy. It didn’t take much effort to reach the peak. A powerful orgasm hit her between her legs like a runaway truck. Her entire body shook from side to side with the impact. A few more waves hit her, giving her shudders and shivers. After an eternity, she stopped moving and relaxed on her back. Her arms fell to the sides.

Only when she finally tried to open her eyes, she realized something was off. Her face was covered with a warm, sticky substance.

“I sincerely apologize,” said Viltis, almost guiltily. “I took the liberty of ejaculating on your beautiful visage. Don’t know what came over me.”He smiled and put his dick back in his pants.

“You may put your clothes back on now. I’ll ask the Chief to borrow you for my task force to hunt down these spies. I’m sure he’ll be able to part with your fuckable body for a few weeks.”
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“Is she here as an analyst, or just for anal?”

Viltis turned to Anders and raised an eyebrow. “Ms McKluge is an important part of this team, Agent Anders. And unlike you, she is indispensable.”

Anders snickered and waved dismissively. “Just kidding. Minerva and I are old friends. Aren’t we, Minerva?”

She faked a smile with difficulty. “Yes Sir. I had the privilege to work with Agent Anders before.”

“She means I fucked her mouth and came all over her face.” Anders grinned. “Now Chief tells me I no longer have the clearance to do that again. What a shame!”

Viltis picked up the file on his desk. To him Anders was another meathead in a uniform. He despised the type. “Yes, Agent Anders. You indeed lack the clearance. And for a good reason. I bet even the sight of your ugly dick would lower a person’s IQ by several points.”

Anders squinted. The hatred was mutual. Uniformed officers and suits never got along, but this Viltis was something else. He was arrogance and contempt personified. He would never have subjected himself to this kind of abuse, but he really wanted to be part of the team tasked to hunt Cumgulper. The series of shocking news he was given about his former A-S had given him enough motivation to endure the venom of a dozen snakes like Viltis.

Viltis continued without acknowledging the glowing resentment in the other’s eyes. “I asked you to join the task force because of your familiarity with A-S Cumgulper. You were her handler for years. What can you tell me about her personality, habits, likes, dislikes?”

Anders pursed his lips. “Personality? She was a good fuck and a decent cocksucker.”

Viltis raised a frustrated brow and looked at Anders for a long moment. “At least tell me what she’s capable of. What does she know about the BFA, SEFR, our capabilities, bases of operations? What is the extent of her knowledge on our high-level procedures and strategy? Just give me something, Anders. Was it a mistake to include you in this team? Are you as useless as you look?”

Anders exhaled and leaned back with a frown. “She was just a hound,” he said dismissively. “She knows nothing. I picked her up from her cell every morning, fucked her stupid face a few times during routine patrol, and brought her back to the Hive at the end of my shift. She occasionally chased down a scared girl. I occasionally took her home to overrape. That’s about it.”

“You may be underselling our girl a little bit,” said Viltis. “With such a boring schedule it’s a miracle that she reached level eight. Didn’t they make a TV show based on her exploits? The Blue. Adventures of Agent-Slave Jizzguzzler.”

“Inspired by,” corrected Anders under his breath. “Don’t get me started about that ugly moron who plays m-… I mean Jizzguzzler’s handler.”

Viltis grinned. “Yes that guy is an ugly moron for sure. The show is tawdry exploitation too.” He turned to Minerva. “What about you, Ms McKluge? What’s your impression?”

“I haven’t seen the show, Sir,” Minerva replied. “I don’t own a TV.”

Viltis laughed out loudly this time. “Not the show. Of A-S Cumgulper. I understand you didn’t work together, but you have met her on several occasions.”

“Yes Sir,” she said. “I met her on three occasions to be exact. She was also one of the outstanding operatives we shortlisted for future Section Eight missions. I have studied her file and mission logs.”

Viltis turned the rest of body towards Minerva, with a wider smile. “How wonderful! Perhaps you could provide us with more actionable information about our sexy rogue on the run?”

“Yes Sir. Lidia Gulfer was an orphan. Her father died in a car crash when she was 4. Her mother was sentenced to life-long state-brothel duty when she was 6. Non-political, petty crime. She passed away a year later during a particularly rough gangrape marathon. Young Lidia was raised in a state orphanage near Chikston, involuntarily recruited by Northern Office in senior year of high school, completed cadet training top of her class in all three categories. She’s a good shot and formidable with the kokstick. Her finishing report suggests that she had shown greater skill in organizing her sisters into effective hunting groups. Assigned to the Hive as a top performer, picked up by Agent Anders, captured the Tigress and three other FLF terrorists in her first major mission at the FTZ…”

“Actually,I captured the Tigress,” interrupted Anders, but he shut up and leaned back again when Viltis gave him a look.

“I read her file too, Ms McKluge,” said Viltis, taking advantage of the awkward pause. “A-S Cumgulper’s track record is impressive, to say the least. What I really want is to understand her. More specifically, I want to understand why did she return after finding freedom? She was out, presumed dead. She could have stayed far away and lived a long life in peace, beyond our reach. Why is she assisting these foreign spies now? Why are these spies risking their operation by associating with someone high-profile like her? Why would they carelessly reveal themselves by killing SEFR operatives just to rescue her?”

“I’m sorry, I don’t have the necessary information to speculate on these questions, Sir,” said Minerva. “However, I can give you my professional impression of her, as you asked earlier. She was a confident and smart girl. Able to lead and inspire her sisters, younger and older. A free-thinker, someone capable of questioning authority, taking initiative…”

“Free-thinker? Questioning authority? Bullshit. She was nothing like that,” interrupted Anders once again. “Not under my watch.”

“But you confirm that assessment in your mission reports, Agent Anders,” responded Minerva, trying her best to sound as non-confrontational as possible. “You reprimanded her multiple times for speaking without permission, giving her unwanted opinion, and acting proactively without clear orders. In a weekly evaluation report, you recommended extra 50 lashes for ‘not prioritizing state’s interest and citizens’ property rights over preservation of females of negligible market value,’ after she successfully retrieved 7 runners single-handedly.”

“I stand by that,” groaned the Agent. “She should have ignored all those B and C-grades and chased down the only A in the group. She is still unaccounted for. Thousands of bucks worth of prime pussy, roaming the wild, unfucked.”

Viltis opened his mouth to comment, but a loud beeping preempted him. He pressed the glowing red button on the video-phone on his desk. “Yes, Gloria?”

“Chief Nagel called, Master-Agent Viltis,” the girl said. “He wanted to know if Ms McKluge will be released soon?”

Viltis Looked at Minerva, whose beautiful eyes widened with alarm. “No, I need her here. Inform the chief that Ms McKluge will be occupied the entire day. The better part of the week, perhaps.”

“Yes Sir.”

Viltis pressed the button again to sever the connection and turned to Minerva. “Am I right to assume that the Chief utilizes you regularly, Ms McKluge?”

“Yes Sir,” the young woman replied, and lowered her eyes in shame.

“Are you on enslavement track?”

“No, Sir. It’s just-”

“She agrees to serve him like a slave, so she won’t become a slave,” interrupted Anders. “So intelligent, yet so stupid.” He laughed out loud.

Viltis turned back to Minerva, slightly puzzled. Unable to resist his commanding gaze, she was compelled to explain her convoluted reasons, complete with statistical models and complex computer algorithm quickly, almost in a single breath. Unlike previous recitations, telling all that to Viltis excited her. She felt both ashamed and proud at the same time.

“You are exceptional,” said Viltis, once she was done. “I would like to see this algorithm at work.”

“Oh, get a room, you two.”

Anders’ unpleasant derisive voice woke Viltis up from his light trance. He realized that he was standing too close to the woman, almost like he was about to kiss her. “Good idea,” he said without taking his eyes off of Minerva’s. “Leave us. I’ll call you when I have tasks more suitable for your abilities.”

It took the officer a few seconds to understand whether Viltis was serious or not. Then he groaned and left without saying another word.

“Master-Agent Anders is a capable cop with a good track record, Sir,” said Minerva once the man’s angry footsteps disappeared in the distance. She was excited, her breathing getting faster and faster. She was feeling Viltis’ warm breath on her temple.

“He’s almost completely useless,” replied the man. “His track record is Cumgulper’s track record. He just got very lucky with his A-S selection.” He paused for a few seconds to examine the beautiful visage in front of him. “I think I got lucky with my selection too.” He took another step backwards, scanned the trembling woman from head to toe, and commanded with a soft voice.

“Get down on your knees, Ms McKluge. Pull up your skirt and and put your fingers on your clit. No hole, slow tempo.”

Minerva hesitated for only a second. Then she knelt before the man, grabbed the sides of her skirt, pulled it up to her waist, and started to rub her swollen clit slowly. She bit her lower lip and lowered her eyes shyly.

“No. Look at me.”

She obeyed, reluctantly. Viltis smiled without moving any facial muscles. “I want to hurt you so badly,” said the man. “But you’re giving me no reason to. You’re perfect. Do you know how frustrating that is, Ms McKluge?”

Minerva shook her head. She was feeling frustrated too. Her fingers gently explored the small area around her clit, dying to venture inside her wet hole, but unable to leave the designated area. Would this cruel man ever shut up and let her go faster?

“I have this… this paradox… dilemma, I should say. Whenever I see something perfect… like you… I feel this unbearable urge to destroy it. Tear it into unrecognizable pieces. But there must be a justifiable reason for that. There are rules, you see. And when the perfect thing deserves such cruelty, somehow, it no longer is perfect. Do you see my dilemma now?

Minerva nodded. Her respiration was erratic. She was squeezing and pinching her clit with her fingers. She wanted to go faster, but she didn’t have permission. She wasn’t an animal. There were rules.

Viltis leaned slightly closer and looked into her eyes intensely, as if he was trying to read her mind. Minerva was half-sure that he had the ability to do so. He was nothing like the rest of them. As cruel, perhaps… No, much much much crueler. But his cruelty was… intriguing. Flavorful and enchanting, even.

“Faster,” he commanded, at last. Minerva exhaled with relief and picked up the pace.

“I have my own rules to follow. A code of ethics, highly personal, I must admit, not shared by anyone I know. I’m monogamous, if such a thing is possible in this day and age. I rarely, if ever, utilize the women under my power, but I hurt them regularly. I have no qualms about inflicting pain when they fail to meet some ambiguous standard I set for them. That standard is very low for normal women. So is the intensity of punishment. But for you…” He leaned even closer. “The bar is high and the punishment of failure will be similarly exceptional.” He paused for a second. “Faster!”

She almost let out a shriek with gratitude. Her fingers got faster, so did her heavy breathing.
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“So, when I reluctantly let you have some pleasure, think about the day you’ll inevitably fuck up. Fail to impress, give the wrong answer… I’m a fair and reasonable man until you fail. When you fail, your punishment will be as exceptional as you are. It won’t be fair, or reasonable. It won’t be proportional, or just. I won’t show mercy. I’ll tear you into unrecognizable pieces, Minerva. Do you understand?”

Minerva nodded, frantically.

“You’ll climax on three!” ordered Viltis.

She held her breath and quickened her attacks on and around her clit. She had never wanted to be dicked down more than at this very moment.

“One! you may now insert your fingers in your primary.”

She squealed like a little piggy and shoved three of her fingers in her pussy. She started to fingerfuck herself like a whore in heat.

“Two! Faster!” ordered the man.

She had never relinquished total control in her life, even when she was getting raped or brutalized. She had been taken roughly many times, allowed some pleasure and given orgasms occasionally, and beaten unconscious more than once. But she had never given up completely. This time, however, she felt safe enough to let go. Her eyes closed in total surrender as she waited for his command at the threshold.

“Three!”

She immediately started to shudder with sudden relief. Waves of mind warping pleasure ripped through her body. She lost control of all her muscles as if she magically turned into a bag of jelly. She collapsed to her side and grabbed the back of a chair in order not to fall face down.

While she was down there with her face hidden from Viltis’s gaze, she instinctively licked her lips. She was almost disappointed that he didn’t ejaculate on her face this time.

Viltis hovered over the panting young woman for a moment, admiring her glowing vulnerability. Then he took a few steps back and sat down. “Take a moment, Ms McKluge, and have a seat. We still have some files to go over.” He smiled, almost like a human. “I wasn’t exaggerating earlier. I’ll keep you the entire day. The entire week, perhaps. We will work hard, and we get to know each other during breaks. I will learn about you and your algorithm. And you’ll learn to edge better and longer.”

“Repetitio est mater studiorum?”

“Correct.” smiled the man. “Repetition is the mother of learning. You’ll work, you’ll obey. You’ll climax. And repeat.”

“Repetition is the mother of boredom,” said Minerva, breaking another one of her own rules. She shouldn’t have corrected a man, never ever, no matter how wrong he was. This strange man, he somehow penetrated her defenses at will since the moment they have met, and repeatedly revealed her to herself.

Viltis wasn’t angry. At least, he didn’t appear to be. He didn’t slap her, or abuse her verbally like a normal man would. Instead he looked into her still-hazy eyes for a moment. “You have a point, Ms McKluge,” he said. “We will change it up, eventually. But for now, we are both still learning.”



“Do you know why you are here, young lady? Did they tell you who I am?”

“No Sir,” replied Ayla. As usual, she was completely naked and on her knees. This time her wrists and ankles were not tied and her butthole wasn’t plugged like she was used to. She felt a strong urge to remind the men who had dragged her here about her lack of restraints, but she was too scared to say anything. Instead, she respectfully kept her wrists and ankles together. She didn’t want to do anything improper and anger this strange man.

“I’m Doctor Jeremy Grant,” said the man with a smile. “I’m your surgeon, young lady. My team and I will perform an operation on your little brain tomorrow. We’ll make you better.”

Ayla blinked nervously. She was feeling terror, but somehow she wasn’t able to express it fully. Her brain was screaming at the rest of her body to get up and run for the exit, but her hands and legs were tied. No, actually, they weren’t, but she couldn’t move them nevertheless.

“Actually, we met before.” the man continued in a gentle, fatherly voice. “You were unconscious, in very bad shape. Right after the Slave Fair, wasn’t it? They gangraped you to near-death, those fucking animals.”

Terrible memories of her first mass violation rushed to Ayla’s confused and terrified mind. She could still remember how it felt. She felt it deep in her holes.

“Anyway, we brought you back, and went beyond that. We put that little thing in your brain a while ago. The thing that made you better.”

“Made me better,” she repeated, ambiguously. Was she asking or confirming? Grant ignored her altogether and continued to talk.

“And tomorrow, we’ll make you even better. I’ll replace it with this.” He showed her a sealed transparent container with a tiny object in it. “This will help your mind synchronize better with the rest of your body.” He gently tapped on her head, and stroke her long dark hair.

“I don’t understand, Sir,” she said, shivering nervously at his touch.

“You don’t need to, sweetheart,” Grant smiled. “Tomorrow you will. Today, your mind is imperfect. It’s riddled with discrepancies, imbalance, cognitive dissonance. Your body knows well that it was created to please men, but your mind is still in denial. It’s not your fault. You were raised by a corrupt, unnatural, outdated system of morality. They never told you how simple and liberating your true nature was. They made it complex, difficult, burdensome. Didn’t they?”

“Liberating?” asked Ayla. This time it was definitely a question.

“Yes, liberating.” He said and unzipped his pants to reveal his semi-erect cock. “What is this, sweetheart?”

“Your penis, Sir,” she replied, nervously.

“What does your mind tell you, when you see one of these?”

“I’m to be used. You’re going to… rape me, Sir,” she said timidly.

“Yes, your mind tells you that you’re about to suffer. Feel pain and sorrow. It warns you against an ordeal.”

Ayla nodded.

“Now check your mouth and your pussy. Your pussy is definitely wet. And your mouth is watering with anticipation, isn’t it?”

Ayla paused for a moment, and nodded in shame. He was right on both cases.

“See, that’s what I’m talking about. That disconnect between your mind and your body. I’ll get rid of it. I’ll reach into your little brain, rip some unnecessary tissue off together with your unnatural moral scruples, and put this marvelous thing in there. It will make you feel better, serve better, obey better. It will simply make you better. Don’t you worry.”

Tears appeared at the corner of Ayla’s eyes.

Grant smiled. “Tears of joy? Now, come and suck my cock for the last time, Ayla. After all, I’ll kill you tomorrow…” He grabbed her hair and pulled her toward his crotch. He held his cock, now at full hardness, and pressed it against her ear, simulating cranial penetration. “Figuratively, of course. This imperfect version of you will be no longer when I’m done penetrating your brain. Then I’ll blow life into a new Ayla. One who’ll wake up grateful, appreciative, and perfectly obedient.”

[image: ]

He turned her head, now soaked in tears, and shoved his cock in her mouth. He bunched her hair in his left fist to make facefuck handle and started to use her to head to masturbate. More tears gushed out of the girl’s eyes as she choked and struggled for air.

Grant seemed unmoved by her desperate gasps. He skullfucked her brutally for minutes until he finally climaxed. When he did, he pushed her head down and unloaded everything in her mouth, kept her there for a long moment, then pulled her back and kicked her gasping body away. Ayla fell backwards and assumed fetal position as she struggled to catch her breath. Her wrists and ankles were still joined together.

“We’ll do this again after the operation,” he said after a while, “to see how much you improved. It’s all for the advancement of science, of course.”




23

The landscape of the capital region was a complex melange of contradictions and contrasts that constantly surprised visitors and locals alike. Maidenfair was a bustling modern city with vibrant economic activity, mostly based on and fuelled by slave trade. It was the shiny new face of the country the regime spent most of its resources and efforts to impress friend and foe. But if you ventured northwards, you’d start to notice the decaying wreckage the global economic collapse left behind. The old industrial district, once a major powerhouse of the hemisphere, now lay in ruins. Rotting corpses of factories and depots dotted the area. Only a few warehouses closest to the city were still in use, mostly for temporary slavegirl storage during Fair season.

Once you travelled further north, the landscape would drastically change again, into an underdeveloped rural area, a green belt that was dominated by the idyllic settlements of Banghaven, Hoaretown, and Bitcham. Those towns were where the upper middle class and the elite lived, far from the incessant commotion of the capital. Bitcham, spread along the southern face of Mount Marteau was the favorite of the well-paid high-level bureaucrats. It had strict zoning laws to keep the unwashed masses away, and the commute was short. Beyond the town stretched the vast northern plateau, a seemingly endless patchwork of large breeding farms and training ranches.

The air was cool and clean. That was what Lidia noticed first when the men took her out of the trunk of the car. It reminded her the fishing village, and Sally’s beautiful smiling face.

The ginger commander cut Katalin’s zip-ties to release her wrists and ankles and led her inside the house. It was a two-storey building in a large garden with high fences and thick layer of well-kept bushes that provided much needed privacy for the residents. Zoning laws kept the buildings low and far apart, providing extra privacy for the corrupt bureaucrats who populated the town. Of course, all liked to rape and torture women for fun, but nobody liked to listen to others doing it. And that made Bitcham the perfect place for a safehouse location.

Martin removed her hood and smiled. Lidia smiled back. She raised her tied wrists, expecting to be released like Katalin.

“No, not yet,” said the man. “First we have to run a full check and settle down.” His smile turned mischievous. “And frankly, I enjoy the view. You look even sexier when you’re tied like this.”

“You still find me sexy? I thought I lost my allure when my real identity was revealed.”

“Not at all. If anything, it made you sexier. A double agent, a traitor, turned traitor, turned traitor? Hard to keep track of, but definitely exciting.”

“I’m not a traitor,” said Lidia, slightly offended. “I never really betrayed anyone. I’m only trying to survive. Funny, I repeatedly fall unconscious and wake up in a different team every single time.”

Ktinodis laughed and pointed to her bound ankles. “So, do you want me to carry you, or would you like to bunnyhop inside.”

“Clumsily bunnyhopping in front of you might damage the badass double-agent slash guerrilla image I’m trying to preserve. Besides, I really like it when you lift me up like I weigh nothing.” She paused and smiled. “And I like it when you rape me afterwards.”

“You use that word liberally,” said Ktinodis. “I understand it basically means ‘fuck’ here, but…”

“Everything means ‘fuck’ here,” replied the girl. “I’ll say whatever you want to call it. Violate me? Use me? Utilize, exploit, screw, hump, bang, shag, do, take, seize, penetrate, ream, pump, crush me?”

“You are the most attractive thesaurus I have ever seen,” chuckled Ktinodis. He grabbed the girl and pulled her in for a short but passionate kiss. Lidia immediately surrendered to his lips.

He let her go. She licked her lips and smiled coyly. She liked the feeling.

“Halfway into the trip, you stopped for a long time. I was scared. I thought it was a road block.” She paused and swallowed. “This was a big mistake. They are probably looking for me all around the country. You are risking a lot.”

“It was a herd of cowgirls.”

“What?”

“We had to stop and wait because a herd of cowgirls was crossing the road. It was a sight to behold. Hundreds of beautiful young women, tits full of milk, crawling naked. They had buttplug tails, fake horns, and big cowbells around their necks. Simply surreal! Never seen anything like it.”

He smiled and brushed a few stray strands of hair behind her ear. “Don’t worry, you’ll be fine.”
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“Back at the camp…” she said timidly, “had the moustache-man told you to break my neck…”

“I guess we’ll never know,” said Ktinodis. “But I’m glad ‘the moustache-man’ didn’t give the order.” He stroke her slender neck gently. She shivered.

“You really took out four SEFR agents just to save me?”

He nodded.

“I felt a gust of air. Heard almost nothing. You were like a ghost.”

“You were drugged,” said Hermes.

“No, I was paralyzed but fully aware of my surroundings. It was eerie.”

“You are scared of me?”

Lidia looked into his eyes like a shy girl. “A little. But… good scared. Not terrified. It kinda makes you even more mysterious.”

“I have that effect on women,” he sighed. “Even the ones I didn’t save from rapey fascists.”

“How many women?”

“Excuse me?”

“The girl, Marisa, she told me you guys have policules over there in the Ottohun wonderland of rainbows and ice cream. She was in one, her ‘husband’ is in one. I imagine you must have a bunch of smitten babes in your coop.”

“Nothing regular,” he said and stopped. There was no need to mention his late wife, or the occasional co-workers he had one night-stands with.

“Are you looking?”

“Looking?”

“For women… for your policule. Can I be in it?”

Ktinodis smiled. “Okay, I’ll play. You want to be in my policule? Why would I take you? What can you bring to the table? I mean, besides that gorgeous body and infinite number of interesting stories to tell.”

“I’m also quite bendy,” Said Lidia and grabbed the metal bar over their head with her tied hands. She pulled herself up and threw her legs in the air like a gymnast, and trapped his head between her shins before he could react. He had to take half a step forward to compensate for the weight she placed on the back of his neck but remained more or less unaffected by the impact.

Lidia exhaled in the most arousing way possible and relaxed her muscles. Her torso dropped forward and her butt hit his crotch. She used her tied ankles to lift herself up again and adjust her position, pressing her swollen holes against his awakening genitals.

“Impressive,” commented Ktinodis, making no attempt to hide his insta-boner. He was constantly aroused around this fallen angel anyway. He grabbed her by her slender waist with both hands and pulled her towards him. His erection was nestled in the cosy, warm, welcoming nook between her legs. He kept her tight. The feeling was extremely satisfying.

They remained like that for a while, reluctant to ruin the moment. It was a strange serene break to their playful banter. Lidia enjoyed both. She liked this new thing a lot. Intimacy.

“I never felt like this before,” she said after a long silence. “I feel ‘need,’ constantly, but never ‘desire.’ I desire… No, I crave it.” She looked into his eyes pleadingly. “Would you please take it out and shove it in?” She hugged his cock with her blushing, swollen, wet slit.

“I don’t know,” said the man, “Things changed since… You’re no longer that exotic guerrilla chick that I’d never see again.” He immediately felt guilty for adding the last part, but she didn’t seem offended. “Technically, you are more like a prisoner than a comrade.”

“Even better,” whispered Lidia. “I’m your prisoner. You can have your way with me. You can ask me questions and call it an interrogation if you like.” She smiled and lifted herself up to rub his crotch seductively. “Come on. You’re a big strong man and I’m a little girl, all tied-up. I’m at your mercy.”

“Weren’t you bragging earlier about taking out three FLF operatives with your hands tied at your back?”

“Yeah,” Lidia chuckled. “I did do that. But my legs were free. And those were just girls. Not a testosterone-infused bundle of muscles like you.”

“That’s the most romantic pet name,” said Ktinodis and reached for his zipper. Lidia held her breath as he took his cock out and placed it at the entrance of her delighted pussy. He grabbed her by the waist again and pulled her onto his rod. He entered her slowly, fully savoring the incredible tightness of her warm wet hole. Her vagina hugged and devoured his erection as if she had never felt the touch of a man. He impaled her fully and stopped, with his member in her snug embrace. Incredible pleasure hit her body and mind, but she didn’t scream or moan, in order not to let the others know what was happening. She didn’t want them to intervene and ruin her moment of blissful surrender.

After a long wait, he dug his fingers into her full buttcheeks and started to move her body along his steely rod as if she was an object. She loved it. She felt safe and at home in his strong hands. She felt safe enough to let go. He was big, hard, and strong. The pleasure was mind-boggling. As he picked up the pace bit by bit, she gradually lost the ability to think clearly. Moans and groans started to escape her lips. She was getting closer to another orgasm.
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“Don’t tell me,” said Katalin. “They are doing it again, aren’t they?”

Tamer nodded as he switched the bug scanner off. “The house is clean.”

“That’s a relief.” She listened to the muffled moans coming from the garage for a few seconds. “You don’t have a problem with this? I mean, ‘fraternizing’ with her when she was just a girl who escorted us for a day was unprofessional and dangerous enough. But now she is a glowing hot security risk we have to drag along.”

“I don’t like it at all,” he replied.

“But you’ll turn a blind eye, because…?”

Tamer picked up a non-contaminated water bottle from his duffle-bag and handed to Katalin. “The HQ likes the idea. They changed… expanded the scope of the operation.”

“They want her,” deduced Katalin. “They want a high-ranking slavecop.”

Tamer nodded.

“To do what? She was telling the truth before. As a source of information, she is near useless.” She paused. “Wait. Do they want her in addition to the target, or instead of?”

Tamer pursed his lips. “They are concerned about the unusual lack of information about the target. The Pussianans clammed up tight. I’m certain that they know we’re here, and why we’re here. They probably know that their lost asset is travelling with us, voluntarily or involuntarily. Even if we manage to locate the target again, they will be waiting for us. We’ll be walking into a trap. So, in case of failure, the slavecop will be our consolation prize. Something to parade on TV.”

“You can parade me on TV all day long if you take me back. I wouldn’t mind at all. Just get me out of this hell.”

The couple turned to the door where Ktinodis stood with Lidia in his arms. He gently dropped the girl onto her feet.

Tamer hit Hermes with a burning glare, but didn’t say anything. Instead, he turned to the ex-slavecop with a slight smile. “Since you’re a part of the team now,” he started, “it’s better you hear it too. The folks at home would like to meet you after we’re done here. They want to have a chat with you about how things are here, in the Hive, in the Nest. You had the unique opportunity to see how things work on either side of the fight. Perhaps they’ll let you make a speech or two on TV to motivate your sisters around the globe.”

“I’ll be on TV? How exciting!” said Lidia and collapsed on the chair nearby. Her ankles and wrists were still tied.

“Actually, you’re on TV now,” said Tamer. Every Thursday, at 8 pm.

“What?”

“Don’t you know? I’m told that there’s a prime time police procedural based on your exploits. It’s called The Blue: The adventures of Agent-slave Lola Jizzguzzler. Turns out you’re a bigger celebrity than you think, Miss Gulfer.”
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Richard Nagel was a creature of habit. He was a machine. An old, overweight, ailing one, but a machine nonetheless. His entire day was planned out and his routine was perfectly executed by a sizable harem of slavewomen.

His morning slaves Piglet and Cutlet woke him up with a slow double blowjob at 6:30 as recommended by the FSO. He would fuck one of them in the shower while the other prepared his breakfast. The girls would then take their places under the table to kiss his feet as he ate.
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If it’s a workday, the two petite teens would dress him up and send him away. Then they would return to their cages by the bed and prepare for the next morning routine. Unless, of course, Nagel decided to get rid of one or both of them. He often did, whenever a girl failed to satisfy him. Girls came and went, but all had the same servonyms. Piglet was the 18th girl to carry the name, and Cutlet was the 23rd.

When he returned from the Hive, he was welcomed home by a specialized trio of slavecunts, always from the same family. Nagel liked to own family sets. His current afternooners were a 39 year-old mother and her two teenage daughters. They would act as if they were his own family, ask him about his day, bring him snacks and drinks, rub his feet, stuff like that. But that weird charade always ended in the same way, with a triple blowjob and rough assrapes.

He would then leash them and take them to the nearby petgirl park, which was five minutes walk from his house. North Bitcham had great public rape areas, and this particular park was arguably the best in the country. It was one of the major reasons he had purchased his property.

Of course, as the Chief of SEFR, several bodyguards followed him whenever he left his home, but they knew to keep their distance while he received a long slow blowjob and watched the town’s exquisite petgirls frolic around the park.

Dinner was served at seven, prepared by his kitchen slaves Cookie and Sweets, the 7th and 11th slavecooks to be named as such. He ate with the family trio kissing his feet, then he picked one or two of them for the night. Of course, he roughed the lucky one up in his fully-equipped torture dungeon first. She had to pay for the comfort of getting raped on a bed, while the others spent the night in their small cages.

This day was no different. After work, his driver dropped him off at the gate and left to park the car. His fake wife Slapslut welcomed him at the door properly by kissing his feet. He spent some time with the family he had purchased, and fucked his ironically named “daughters” Virginia and Chastity for a while. After resting a bit, he leashed them and left for the park. Woefully untrained, none of the three was particularly good at bitchwalking, but Nagel didn’t mind their awkward crawling. To the contrary, he enjoyed watching them struggle in panic. The women knew well that their days were numbered, and they always did their absolute best to satisfy their owner to prolong their miserable lives.

He entered the park and walked up to his usual bench. Unfortunately, it was occupied by a middle-aged man being served by a cocksucker. He swore under his breath and walk past them to sit on the next bench 10 meters away. He settled down, ordered Chastity to suck his cock, and sent Virginia and Slapslut away to play with other women crawling around the lawn. Watching naked women on all-fours was his favorite pass-time.

“Good evening!”

Nagel turned to the man sitting on his bench. “Good evening,” he replied with a non-enthusiastic, almost openly angry tone.

“We are in your spot, aren’t we?” the man asked. “I saw it in your face. We can swap, if you like?”

“No, that’s fine,” Nagel replied. “This one is as good.”

It wasn’t.

“Come on!” the other insisted. “I know that look. I have that look myself several times every day. We’ll swap.” He grabbed the brunette who was dutifully sucking his cock by the hair and pulled her away, then slapped her so she would drop on her hands and knees like a good pet. He stood up and walked towards Nagel and Chastity.

“You have a very good girl over there. So young and enthusiastic. Such a beauty.”

Nagel forced a smile. A couple of his bodyguards attempted to approach and stop the strange man, but he subtly gestured them to stand back.

“How rude of me,” said the man with the ginger moustache. “I’m Alex Wolfson, and this is my wife Marisa.”

“Dick Nagel,” the chief replied and shook the hand the man extended. He wanted to get rid of the man as soon as possible, but his wife caught his eye. She was a tall, gorgeous brunette exuding untamed strength and undamaged grace. She intrigued him. “I don’t remember seeing you around here before,” he said with his gaze wandering around the woman’s shapely body. “Are you new in town?”

“Recently moved in,” said the man. “I apologize for the intrusion. We don’t know anyone here, so I’m desperately trying to make friends wherever I go.”

Nagel absentmindedly nodded, still ogling the brunette.

“You like my Marise, huh?”

“Excuse me?”

“My wife. She looks very fuckable doesn’t she?” He smiled. “Would you like a quick swap?”

A smile appeared on Nagel’s fat face for the first time since the beginning of the conversation. “I’d like that.” He slapped Chastity to stop her. The girl immediately sat back on her heels and lowered her gaze like a guilty pup. “Would you like this one? I have two others playing over there.” He pointed at Virginia and Slapslut aimlessly crawling around.

“No, this one looks wonderful.” He pointed to the bench he came from. “Go ahead, take Marise to your spot.” He grabbed his wife by the hair and handed her to Nagel. The Chief smiled and stood up, dragged the woman on all-fours to the other bench and shoved his cock in her ready mouth without wasting any time. She started to suck slowly, as Chastity began serving the ginger man on the other bench.

Nagel immediately felt something was different. She was great. Fresh and unusual. She almost had an “accent” in her blowjob. “Where are you from, slut?” he asked.

“Twattenham, Sir,” she replied and continued to suck.

“This technique… Is this your special routine for your husband?”

“Yes sir,” she replied. “Would you like me to change it? What’s your favorite style?”

“No. I like it. Keep doing this.”

“Yes Sir,” she smiled and resumed the blowjob.

He leaned further back and let the woman work her magic for a while. She looked wonderful with a cock in her mouth. She was one of those women.

“Are you sharable?” he asked after a while. “You’re an exceptional fuckmeat. I’d like to threehole you if your husband’s okay with it. “

“You want to fuck my other holes?” she smiled. “Yes, my husband shares me with friends and family often.” She let the cock slip out of her mouth and started to lick it respectfully.

The most disgusting grin stretched from ear to ear on Nagel’s mug. “Good. We are friends now, aren’t we?”
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“Oh,” Lidia exhaled. “I know… Sorry.”

Katalin spat the soapy liquid into the sink, looked at her reflection in the mirror for a long moment, and then took another big sip from the mouthwash.

Lidia picked up a towel and handed it to the beautiful spy. “You have to stop at some point. There isn’t enough mouthwash to get rid of that bastard’s taste, believe me.” Katalin spat again and took the towel.

“I don’t know how, but it tasted like cigarettes,” she said as they walked to the living room. “So, how was your evening?”

“I watched a few episodes of The Blue,” said Lidia with a chuckle.

“Ah! What do you think?”

“It’s… so weird. The stories, they kinda resemble my memories, you know, key points and main events. But it’s just… so weird. They are loosely based on my handler’s mission reports, I guess.” She threw her hands in the air. “So weird,” she repeated.

“Yeah, it’s just porn,” chuckled Katalin. “A silly, flimsy plot to show sex scene after sex scene. It’s funny they put that sign in the beginning. ‘Based on true events?’ Yeah right! I saw the one with the giant frog man.”

“Sure, but you know, the weirdest thing is… In some episodes this Jizzguzzler girl is raped and beaten much less than I was. I understand, of course. If they dramatized the way I infiltrated the cult, it would have been a very long episode.”

“Aww!” said the brunette and stroked the ex-slavecop’s cheek affectionately. They walked into the living room and sat down at the dinner table where the men were examining the satellite images of Nagel’s residence.

“It was not a frog man,” said Lidia after a while. “The guy had a rare form of gigantism and phallomegaly. His father was a rich industrialist, and he built the entire thing to make his son happy.”

“Yes, it’s a heartwarming story of fatherly love, for sure,” said Tamer. “Now, if you would turn your attention to this image.”

The girls perked up and leaned in. He continued: “Our resourceful friends back home matched the aerial image of the house with online pictures of various public events that took place in Mr Nagel’s house. We have a good idea about what the inside looks like.” He drew an outline of two rectangular areas with his red marker. “Except for these sections. We assume this is his bedroom and closet, and this big area contains his study, library, and-or a recreational area of some ki-“

“It’s his slave storage and rape dungeon,” said Lidia.

“Yeah? Perhaps, but it’s too big a space to be jus-”

“It’s his rape dungeon,” repeated the girl. “The entire thing.”

“More than half of the the floor space?” asked Katalin with disbelief.

“Yes. What else do you think he does in his house?” replied the slavecop. “Why? How big are your sex rooms?”

“Not that big,” chuckled Katalin. “I mean, I gave a boy a handjob in our high school sports hall once.”

“Doesn’t count, but nice to know,” grinned Martin.

“Back to the issue at hand,” interrupted Tamer with his usual monotone. “If Miss Gulfer is correct, he might invite Marise to that area. I told him that I don’t have a habit of torturing my wife beyond disciplinary floggings, but he might take her in there anyway.” He looked at Katalin.

“I can take a flogging,” she said with a shrug. “I think I can.”

“You never took a flogging?” asked Lidia incredulously. Katalin pursed her lips and shrugged again.

Tamer turned to Lidia this time. “This room. Do you have any idea what it looks like?”

“No idea,” she quickly replied. “How many slaves does he own?”

“We don’t know. We cannot access his file with the Heimdaller tablet. Restricted, of course. He had three petgirls with him at the park. Would that tell you anything?”

Lidia shook her head, but then started to think aloud. “A man of his status would have a sizable harem, but not too big. Only rich people tend to show off with numbers, because they can afford the maintenance costs and slave taxes. Powerful people like Nagel don’t need to have more slaves than they can fuck. He would change them frequently, but the number would remain more or less the same. He can utilize virtually any woman in the country anyway. He has the power to do so. I’d guess he’d have enough slaves to take care of his house. Specialized slaves with clearly delineated functions. Say, six to eight, perhaps.”

Tamer seemed to like the way she theorized. The lack of absolute apathy in his emotionless face encouraged Lidia to continue.

“He would cage a couple of them in his bedroom for ease of use. A couple others would be restrained in the kitchen and the bathroom. The rest, I assume, would be stored in the rape dungeon.”

Katalin leaned back. “Witnesses. We cannot do it in there. Unless of course we-”

“We’ll do our best to minimize collateral damage,” said Tamer.

“Minimize collateral damage? I thought we were supposed to do the exact opposite,” Martin objected.

“The females,” qualified the Commander. “Burn the house down if you like, but without harming the slaves in it.”

“I don’t understand,” said Lidia. “You cannot save the girls anyway.” She explained further when she saw their blank faces. “The Chief is a firm believer of the so-called ‘Pharaoh protocol.’ He has been lobbying for the official adoption of ‘retainer sacrifice’ for years. Luckily, the rest of the assholes in charge see it as a waste of good pussy.”

“Ah!” exclaimed the commander in frustration. “If he dies, his harem will be terminated.” He pursed his lips. “This complicates things.”

“If he dies, his harem will be terminated?” repeated Katalin. “Will they kill all his slavegirls if he dies?”

“It’s a safety measure. Many ancients civilizations practiced it. If the slaves know their lives are linked to their masters’, they won’t gut them in their sleep. We should make sure that Nagel’s death cannot be linked to-“

“Doesn’t matter,” interrupted Lidia once again. “They would be killed in any case.”

A short silence followed. “Then we’ll not kill him,” said Tamer after a quick consideration. We shouldn’t forget why we are after him. We only need his hand. His handprint, to be exact. We cannot let six to eight innocents die for that.”

“This changes things. The entire plan, actually.” Hermes leaned back with a frown. “Assassinations and explosions come easy to me. Heists, not so much.”

“Not necessarily,” said Katalin. “Instead of killing him, we put him to sleep instead. I can take care of that once I’m in his… special room… We unlock the Heimdaller device using his palm print and disappear. He wakes up with a hangover the next day. None of his slaves die.”

“But then we have to bring the Heimdaller device in, instead of taking his hand out of there.”

“You’ll handle that, Martin,” said Tamer. “That reminds me. What do you think about the security around his residence.”

“Surprisingly light,” Hermes replied. “You’d think a high bureaucrat of an authoritarian regime would live in a small fortress, but it’s just a big ugly house in a big ugly garden. When he left for the park, Three agents followed him. Three more remained at the residence. Not the best people they have, from what I’ve seen. They seem to go through the motions rather than actually securing the place. I already had a plan to take them out in a few minutes, but now you’ll tell me I can’t do that.”

Tamer nodded.

“Well, I can pass through and bring the device, sure,” said Hermes, visibly disappointed.

The commander smiled bitterly and turned to his fake wife. “Then we should get ready for our double-date, dear.”

Tamer left for the bedroom to put on something fitting for the night-out ahead. Katalin sighed and stood up to follow, but hesitated.

“Would you like me to help you prepare?” asked Lidia, noticing the reluctance in the spy girl’s eyes. Katalin nodded gratefully. She had been dreading the next part of the plan since it had materialized in the commander’s head a few hours earlier. Becoming the plaything of a sadistic BFA officer for the night didn’t sound fun at all.

She dragged her feet to the bedroom with Lidia in tow. Tamer was shaving in the adjoining bathroom. She started to undress without thinking. Right when she dropped her shirt on the bed and saw her bare chest in the mirror, she realized that nakedness no longer caused her shame. Not even a tiny bit. The worst was behind her anyway. She had survived that horrible night walk through the Fritz, completely naked, tied and defenseless, getting mercilessly groped and abused all the way. Nothing could be more humiliating than that.

“You have wonderful skin,” said Lidia. “So smooth. Like porcelain. Not a single blemish, not the tiniest bruise.”

“Thank you,” replied the other, with a shy smile.

“It wasn’t a compliment,” continued Lidia. “I mean, it was a compliment. You are gorgeous, of course. What I mean is, Nagel will take one look at you and see that you never felt the bite of a flogger. And he thinks floggers are for wusses. He prefers the bullwhip.”

Tamer returned, now clean shaven, with a concerned look matching Katalin’s. “Is that a problem? I told the guy that I don’t whip my wife frequently.”

“I’d be suspicious if I saw a woman this… pristine,” said Lidia. “Nagel will definitely be suspicious. Also…” She put her hand on her chin and looked around the room for a second, found what she was looking for in the form of an extension cable tucked behind the commode. She picked it up and fashioned it into a makeshift whip.

“Would you mind? I need to see something.”

Katalin’s eyes widened. “You are not gonna do what I think you’re gonna do, right?… Right?”

“It will only hurt for a second,” Lidia said. She was lying. “Please, turn around. Open your legs, raise your arms, reach for the ceiling.”

Katalin looked at Tamer for a sign. He somehow looked both emotionless and fascinated this time. How was that even possible! She exhaled and and turned around. Parted her long legs, raised her arms straight up, and crossed her wrists as if she was tied up.

“You look great!” Lidia approved. “So far, so good. When the whip lands, you’ll do your best to retain this position. Can you do that for me?”

“Yes,” replied the brunette. “I’ll try.” She was getting excited. Not seeing Lidia, and not knowing when she’d strike was making it much more terrifying.

To add to her confusion, she was getting wet.

Seconds passed. No lash came. Perhaps the Pussianan girl was only trying to prepare her psychologically, and she wasn’t really going to hit h-”

She heard the sound of air being cut, like a demonic shriek. She didn’t have time to react. Her muscles braced for the impact just in time. The cable sliced across her back right under her shoulder blades. The bite of the first impact was followed and immediately overpowered by a searing hot pain. It lingered and throbbed. Surprised and overwhelmed, she screamed at the top of her lungs.
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She certainly hadn’t expected Lidia to put full force in her swing. Still shaken, she checked her posture. Her knees had buckled a little and she had to take a couple little steps forward to keep her balance, but she had retained the position she had assumed in the beginning. She felt a tiny bit of proud of that fact. Has she passed her test?

“See, that’s the real problem” said Lidia and walked around to face the brunette. “This would make everyone suspicious, not only the callous monster who leads the main let’s-keep-the women-in-line-by-beating-them-up-often agency.”

“What did I do wrong?” asked Katalin as Lidia left her line of sight again. “I retained the position as you asked.”

Another lash landed on her back. She screamed again.

“You are not counting,” said Lidia and hit her again.

“Ah!” exclaimed the brunette, squirming in pain, “sorry! Three!”

“No,” said Lidia. “You’ll start from one.” She hit her again.

“One!” screamed Katalin this time. The burn on her back was compounding.

“Wrong again, you’ll count gratefully,” dismissed the ex-slavecop. She hit her again.

Katalin thought for a long second and shouted “One! Thank you… miss.” She braced for another lash. But it didn’t come. Instead, Lidia’s pretty face entered her peripheral vision from the left side. She put her hand on the brunette’s back and brushed her searing bruises gently.

“I know it will sound like a cruel cliché, but this was for your own good,” she said with a warm smile. Now you know how it feels, and more importantly, how to handle it.” She embraced Katalin and held her tight. The brunette lowered her hands awkwardly and hugged her back after a brief hesitation, then she buried her tear-soaked face under the slavecop’s chin.

“Well, I’m glad you are here,” said Tamer and nodded to Lidia before leaving the room. “We leave in half an hour.”

The girls didn’t move. After a few minutes of silence, Lidia leaned into Katalin’s ear and whispered. “Half an hour is a very long time. I can give you a couple orgasms before you leave, if you’d like. You know, Nagel won’t.

“Orgasms?” the other sniffled. “I’d like that very much. Thank you, miss.”
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“Welcome to my humble abode, Wolfsons,” greeted Nagel with an unsettling grin and scanned Katalin’s scantily clad body in an unsubtle way. She felt nauseous the moment she saw his flushed, oily face. He was a monster in every sense of the word, and tonight he was going to fuck her in a demeaning and painful way. Perhaps more than once. There was no way around it.

“Please,” the man continued, “make yourselves comfortable.”

“Thank you,” replied Tamer with a skewed smile that almost mirrored Nagel’s. His expression amused Katalin for a moment. It was always fascinating to see the commander act like someone else. He was a very good actor. Quick on his feet. Subtle. “You have a very nice house. Probably the biggest I have seen in Bitcham. Won the lottery, did you?”

“Only the genetic one,” laughed the man and slapped his big belly. “No, I’m kind of a big deal at the capital. Comes with a generous salary.”

“Ah!” exclaimed Tamer. “Cushy state job? I wish I had one of those.” He sat down on the ugly couch at the center of the seating area. Katalin shyly perched next to her husband and leaned onto him. She was playing the role of the submissive wife, of course, but she really liked the feeling once she put her head on his shoulder. He made her feel safe and calmed her screaming nerves.

“What do you do for a living, Alex?” asked Nagel. Tamer instantly realized the change of intensity in the other’s gaze. This wasn’t just smalltalk. It was a real question. “You got your feet in Bitcham, so you must be doing well yourself.”

“Girlfeed,” Tamer said without hesitation. “Specifically, cowgirl-feed. We develop nutritional grass for the farms up north.”

“Fascinating!” Nagel replied. Was it sarcasm?

“No, it’s the most boring job in the world.” Tamer chuckled. “But you’re right, it got me a house in Bitcham.”

Nagel was a larger-than-life type of guy. Big flamboyant expressions randomly appeared and disappeared on his big face. “As big as a TV screen,” thought Katalin to herself. Still, he was a hard man to read, not unlike Tamer. Katalin had never actually seen a hyena, but she somehow decided that Nagel looked like one. He suddenly turned to her and caught her absentminded gaze. She quickly forced a smile. What did he see on her face, she wondered. The thought made her nervous.

Suddenly three tall beautiful females appeared from the door at the far side of the hall. Katalin tried to remember the floor plan of the house they had studied earlier. They could be coming either from the kitchen or this mysterious slave storage-slash-raperoom. She saw the trays with drinks the two younger ones carried and concluded that it was the kitchen.

“Ah!” exclaimed Nagel. “Here they are. Wolfsons, please meet my current family. This is Diedre, and her dear daughters Clara and Isla. Of course, you met Clara at the park already. She gives good head, doesn’t she? All of them do, actually.”

The trio stood next to Nagel and curtsied in the order they were introduced. Their smiles looked genuine enough, but one could easily see the sorrow between their eyes. They all carried slavebands, Katalin noticed. Looked like standard BFA bands, but with unusual ornamentation around the button in the front.

“I wonder if I misheard you, Dick,” Tamer asked. “Did you say ‘current’ family?”

“Ah-hah! Yes, yes I did,” the other laughed out loud. Because of his sudden burst, and possibly the memories it brought up, a powerful jolt of sadness hit all three women’s beautiful visages. Katalin noticed that the mother was brought to the brink of tears.

“They are not my real family, of course. Never married. These three used to be the family of one of my former political rivals. Long story short, I won.”

He turned to the middle-aged woman to make sure his words made the intended impact. “There is a third daughter, but I don’t keep her at the house.”

Once he was finished, the daughters approached and presented the refreshments they had brought to the guests. Wolfsons took the glasses without saying anything. Katalin felt the urge to thank the girl, but stopped herself at the last second. Only a half-smile escaped her lips. She quickly brought the drink to her mouth to hide the momentary mistake. She wondered if Nagel had noticed it.

“That’s… rough stuff” said Tamer, skilfully acting like he was intimidated. “I certainly wouldn’t want to be your enemy, Dick.” Nagel grinned and took the drink his play-wife handed him. “But that explains the big state job, and the big scary guys following you at the park.”

“You noticed the protection, eh?”

Katalin looked at Tamer. Was it a mistake talking about the bodyguards? Tamer rarely made mistakes, if ever. Perhaps the preventative meds he took to counter the Pussianan chems were affecting his judgement? She immediately dismissed the silly thought. Of course he was right to mention that barely hidden unusual thing. Not noticing the bodyguards would raise more suspicion than noticing them.

“Anyway,” said Nagel, “I don’t know your preferences, how you guys handle these things back in wherever you’re from, but I have a proposition.”

“Go ahead,” said Tamer, as he leaned forward and ogled the two young slavegirls subtly. He was playing the role of horny neighbor all too well. It almost made Katalin chuckle.

“Generally people talk and talk and talk, and wait until the last minute for the swap. I say fuck that. I propose we exchange the women right now and start raping them immediately. I can’t wait to take this beauty you brought to my personal dungeon and start doing some nasty stuff to her gorgeous body. I’ll of course leave you these three cum-hungry harlots to play with. What do you say?”

Tamer turned to Katalin and stroke her cheek in a playful manner. “Three women in exchange for my wife? I feel like I’m short-changing you, Dick.”

“Ah-hah! not at all, my friend. So?”

“Let’s do it,” agreed Tamer.

Nagel clapped like a happy seal and leaned back. “Great.” He slapped his literal trophy-wife’s bottom and sent the family of slavewomen towards the center of the room. Tamer kissed Katalin on the cheek and did the same. She was nervous as hell, but that little peck gave her enough courage to stand up and join the three women in the middle.

“Take off your dress,” Marise,” he ordered. “Show Mr Nagel what he’s going to enjoy tonight.”

Katalin bit her lower lip, took a few steps towards the big guy, and began removing her outfit. The others were doing the same for her “husband.”

She slowly pulled the strapless blue dress down to reveal her big tits one by one. Right after the second one fell out of the tight outfit, Nagel suddenly lunged forward, grabbed her by the arm and pulled her to himself. Caught unbalanced, she fell onto his lap. “You aren’t here for a stupid striptease, little slut,” the man slobbered, “You are here to be mercilessly violated, ruthlessly abused, and brutally beaten. Do you understand?”

“Yes Sir, Mr Nagel,” she replied like a scared bunny. She was supposed to act like a defenseless damsel, but at that very moment, she wasn’t acting at all.

Nagel quickly took her dress off and threw it away. She reflexively turned her head and followed its trajectory. It flew a few meters and landed on a small pile of other clothes, the ones the mother-daughter trio had already gotten out of. Her eyes widened in surprise when she saw all three, completely naked, already fighting over her husband’s engorged member.

Without letting her breathe, Nagel pulled her back and grabbed her from behind. His hands cupped her full round breasts and started to squeeze them roughly. Eventually, one of her nipples ended up trapped between his fingers, being ruthlessly pinched and pulled. She bit her lips to stop a scream. Should she muffle her screams? She tried to remember what she was supposed to do during the rape. She tried to remember what Lidia told her about Nagel and his preferences. She drew a blank. Her mind was completely empty.
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She managed to remember one thing from her training. “No battle plan survives first contact with the enemy.” A week ago, a day ago, a minute ago, she had been ready for her first real Pussianan rape. But now, seconds after it began, she found herself completely defenseless and powerless. She was now a mere plaything in this big strong guy’s hands. He was going to play with her lips, tits, legs, pussy, whatever he wanted… then he was going to decide it was time to penetrate her. He was going to insert his big ugly dick in his hole of preference. He wasn’t going to ask, he wasn’t going to care if it hurt. She was going to be his mindless rape meat.

Tamer wouldn’t be able to help her in any way. Not without breaking his cover, ruining the plan and endangering the mission. They were in the lion’s den, and the big alpha was about to tear into her juicy fresh flesh and feast on her fuckable young body. Her only weapon against this beast was the small tranq-pin she hid in her hair. A small hair pin modified to inject enough drugs to put a man to sleep for a few hours. Of course, their plan had one little problem. She had to be able to use her hands to use it.

“Let’s restrain you properly, my sweet,” said Nagel and stood up without letting Katalin’s aching nipple go. She obediently followed him to a small cabinet where various shackles, chains and all kinds of female restraints were displayed behind a glass panel. The man opened the cabinet and grabbed a few leather straps and quickly wrapped them around the young woman’s shivering naked body. With one tightening around her torso and another around her thighs, her ability to move was restricted considerably. Thankfully, Nagel thought that those two would suffice and did not bind her wrists or ankles. He wanted to move her around during the violation. He closed the cabinet door after grabbing a matching collar to wrap around her slender neck.

When she turned her head up and to the side to let him collar her, she saw Tamer locked in an impenetrable bacchanalian foursome. One of the daughters was holding his big rod as the other sat on it, and their mother was licking whatever her tongue could reach at the point of contact. Katalin couldn’t see the commander’s face, but she imagined him to have a cool expression even in this kind of situation. For a brief moment she forgot about her own ever-intensifying predicament and wondered which one of those women she wanted to be in the place of. The one giving him a subtle handjob, the one licking his balls, or the young thing sitting on his cock? Why, of course it was the-

“Grab it and start stroking, slut!”

Nagel’s hissing voice pulled her back into her nightmare. “Yes sir,” she replied shyly and put her right hand on his throbbing dick. The strap around her torso was wrapping her upper arms tightly, but she was still able to use her hands freely. She started to massage his member, trying to look coy and enthusiastic at the same time. That was the strange balance a Pussianan woman supposed to strike during utilization. She had to be willing to serve the man because she was fully aware of her purpose as a sextoy, but she had to refrain from appearing like a cum-hungry whore. She had known that even before Lidia gave a her a long, detailed advice.

“Nice wrist action!” commended the chief and pulled her a little closer with a painful tug on her nipple. “Now give us a kiss,” he said and opened his mouth. Katalin gathered all her strength and opened her lips to let the man’s tongue in.
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After poking around her mouth with his tongue, Nagel grabbed her tightly this time and squeezed her body like a constrictor python. She felt her bones being crushed under the full strength of the big guy. She let out a desperate groan and a little scream.

“No,” said Nagel, “I mean a real kiss. I want to see how you little sluts do it back in the Ottohun Federation.”

Katalin’s eyes widened. “Excuse me, sir?” She whimpered, still being crushed in his unrelenting arms. Her eyes desperately searched for Commander Tamer.

“Your comrade cannot help you, little spy,” chuckled Nagel and turned her body a little to let her see. Tamer was sitting in the same position, now without the three women swarming over his body. He was apparently paralyzed.

“Now, before the SEFR interrogation specialists arrive and drag you away, I’ll take you to my private dungeon and have some fun with you, little spy. It will be unbelievably painful, but I have good news for you. This certainly won’t be the worst day of your life.”
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“Do you know who I am?”

“Yes, ma’am,” moaned the girl as the fat cock in her pussy popped out and was replaced with an even bigger one. “You are Ms. McKluge, the analist.”

“Analyst,” corrected Minerva without skipping a beat. “Agent-Slave Rapemeat, I apologize for this highly unusual manner we are doing this.” She scanned the long line of employees waiting to fuck the restrained girl and waved her hand in frustration. Lake’s naked body was stuck in a tight hole in the glass wall, practically isolating her upper body in the small sound-proof room with Minerva, and leaving her lower half outside for easy use for the male personnel of the Section Eight.

[image: ]

“For some reason, Director Thikett decided to offer the use of your… primary and secondary orifices to the entire department. I rarely come down here, so I’m not sure if this is a common procedure.”

“No, ma’am. This room with the holes must be new,” Lake replied. The women couldn’t hear the crowd behind the glass wall, but Rapemeat’s undulating moans carried inside the brutal impacts her bottom received.

Minerva swallowed nervously. She had been carrying the guilt of creating the Valkyrie Project for a long time. She often woke up in the middle of the night in sweat and tears imagining the horrors the 34 girls she had picked for the program had suffered during their training. Of course, the novel idea had given a major boost to her “freedom number” when she had conjured it up, and made her feel proud for a short while. The guilt had kicked in soon after, when she had started to receive the training reports with surprisingly detailed descriptions, pictures, and videos. It was horrific. She felt like a monster. Blaming it in the algorithm didn’t help at all.

“I’d like to start with an apology,” she said with a barely audible voice. “I… I never… came down here to meet you before. I mean… face to face. I should have done that… I…”

“No need to apologize,” Lake replied. “If you had, you wouldn’t be able to do what needed to be done.” Question marks appeared in Minerva’s eyes. “For the glory of the Androcracy,” Lake continued, “we all have to sacrifice something. Some of us offer our flesh, some sanity. Often, a bit of both. It’s our sweat, tears and blood that oils this exceptional machine.”

Minerva looked into the girl’s eyes in search of sarcasm or deception. She couldn’t find any. Was Agent Lake Rapemeat a true believer? Maybe she spoke like that because she thought Minerva was one, as the brain behind such a project. Or perhaps, it was simply a well-internalized self-protection mechanism. After all, she was trained to deceive, infiltrate, blend-in… She was good enough to make the fluffers believe she was one of them. She could easily do the same with Section Eighters.

“Yes, of course,” Minerva replied after a few seconds, letting the girl catch her breath after a particularly rough pounding she just received. The man finished and left. Another employee took his place and immediately penetrated the defenseless girl in the ass.

“You… um… were you able to catch-up with your sister? Spent enough time alone?”

“Alone? No,” replied Lake. “We were allowed to have sex, only the two of us. But of course, there were spectators. We have to perform… for men… always.” She looked directly into Minerva’s eyes. “Don’t we, Ms. McKluge?”

“Yes,” she replied quickly, not sure what Lake was trying to signal with that brief soul-piercing gaze. “You don’t mind having to have… sex with your twin sister?”

“Why would I? I enjoy it very much. I get to spend time with my beloved sister. It’s as intimate as it gets.” A tiny smile appeared at the corner of her lips briefly. “To be honest, we had been doing some stuff together even before our recruitment. We started to do it to entertain our boyfriends back in high school. It gets the boys rock hard. We, at some point, discovered that we were slapped less if we made out a bit in the beginning.”

Another violent pounding on the other side of the wall forced her to pause for a while. “If you think about it, it’s the best sex ever,” she continued. “You are doing it with a copy of yourself. Almost the same body, same likes, same weak points, same experiences… It’s basically playing with yourself. You could even call it masturbation, eh?” She could have smiled as she joked, but she frowned in pain instead when another fat cock was shoved in her butt at that exact moment. “We used to giggle whenever somebody said ‘go fuck yourself!’ Of course, we never actually went that far before our E-day.”

Minerva kept taking notes on the paper in front of her. She wasn’t writing anything important or meaningful. She just wanted an excuse to avert her eyes whenever Lake stepped out of her well-delineated area of propriety. The girl was probably doing it in on purpose. Constantly testing her reactions, altering her behavior accordingly, for whatever goal she had in her mind. More impressively, she did that while being brutally raped by a seemingly endless line of men. Her training was perfect. She had steely nerves. She looked soft and bendy on the outside, but under that pink bruised flesh lied a machine. She had to be, to infiltrate and survive the FLF.

“Yes,” she mumbled. “You are probably wondering why I’m down here, talking to you.”

“You are going to send me back to the Fritz, “ Lake replied between two rapists. “We should hurry. The shorter my absence, the better. I trust you have a good plan?”

“Yes,” said Minerva, somewhat surprised by Rapemeat’s enthusiastic reaction. “As you know, the male FLF member who accompanied you was executed by the undercover SEFR agents stationed at the FTZ Port. His body was destroyed and the FLF doesn’t know what happened to your group. Our intelligence says they have a few competing theories. We will give them another, a better solution.”

“The Ottohuns betrayed us at the last moment?”

“Almost. You’ll not say that, but give that impression. Let them reach that conclusion themselves. This is what happened as far as you know: Your party was attacked. You were shot with a tranq-dart and lost consciousness. You don’t know what happened, where the Ottohuns and rest of your group were. Understood?” Lake nodded.

Minerva continued. “We have a plan to plant you back in the FLF. We will leave your unconscious body on the regular path of a small slaver gang. They will undoubtedly pick you up and add you to their stock. When you come around, you’ll pretend to be a confused newcomer. A sexually inexperienced farm girl from Stivalonia, illegally kidnapped and deflowered on the way to the island. The kidnappers gangbanged you roughly when they were camping on their way to the market, thought you were dead, and left your body behind. You somehow survived and…”

“No need to build such a complicated backstory for the slaver gang,” interrupted Lake. “They won’t care as long as I beg and cry as they fuck my throat. They are not the problem.”

“Yes,” Minerva said, realizing that she was talking to an undercover agent who had spent more than seven months infiltrating the FLF. “Once you’re captured, we’ll make sure the fluffers receive an anonymous tip about your whereabouts. We will give them a few nudges to attack the gang and rescue you. Of course, it could take them a while to make their minds up and prepare for an assault, so you’ll be abused by the gang violently for that duration. I’m afraid that’s the best way for you to go back in the Nest without raising suspicion. I hope you can endure a few more days of…”

“No problem,” moaned the girl, while taking another merciless pounding from a huge guy. “But please make sure to avoid the Gore-illas or the Hobson’s Crew. They often throw drunken snuff fests. Many men use the verb ‘impale’ when they talk about fucking, but those two gangs use it in the literal sense. I’d hate to endanger the mission… you know… by getting raped to death prematurely.”

“Of c-course,” Minerva stuttered and wrote those names below her meaningless scribblings. “No Gore-illas or Hobson’s Crew.”

As she finished by drawing a big circle around the gangs to watch out for, the door behind her opened with a loud screech. Viltis stood at the door for a moment, nodded to Minerva, looked at the line of men cheerfully utilizing Lake, then entered. Even though he walked with the same robotic rhythm as ever, Minerva felt like he had a cheerful skip in his step this time.

“I thrust Ms McKluge filled you in about the plan, Agent Rapemeat.”

“Yes Master Agent Viltis, Sir,” the girl replied with utmost respect, with eyes lowered. It is such an honor and pleasure to be in your presence again, Master.”

Her words prompted Viltis to take a few more steps and stroke her hair. He briefly turned his head to look at the line of men. “Director Thikett undoubtedly ordered this treatment mainly because he’s a cruel idiot, Agent Rapemeat, but I’m glad he did.”

“How so, Master?” Lake asked, cleverly not acknowledging his words about the director of clandestine operations.

“Minerva’s plan requires you to be raped within an inch of your life before the gang finds you, doesn’t it?”

“Yes Master,” the girl replied. Her voice carried a tinge of dread this time.

“Well, these men will damage your fuckholes to a degree. Of course, we will have to destroy them properly before we leave you. We’ll beat you unconscious too. Everything must look perfect.”

“Of course, Master,” Lake replied, now visibly shivering. “You know what’s best for this worthless cunt.”

“Very well. Ms McKluge and I will leave you alone now. You’ll perform your duty properly. I’ll leave the door open so the men can fuck your mouth too.”

“Thank you, Master,” the girl replied.

“Good girl,” said Viltis and patted her on the head. “Minerva, walk with me.”

Yes Sir, Agent Viltis, Sir.” Minerva jumped to her feet, grabbed the papers spread on the table and clumsily followed Viltis out of the room.

Once they left, a few of the men loitering around the door rushed into the room to be the first in Rapemeat’s warm mouth. As they turned the corner, Minerva saw a line forming in front of the poor girl’s head.
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“She’ll be fine,” said Viltis. “She’d been through much worse.” Minerva nodded. She had read all the operative training reports, of course.

“I have good news, Minerva,” Viltis said, and pulled her into an empty conference room. “You were right. They went after someone on your list of possible targets.”

“They did? Who?”

“The biggest fish. Chief Nagel. They approached him as a horny couple at the park.”

“The Chief? Very bold. I didn’t expect them to act so swiftly and… carelessly. Almost disappointing. Of course, they didn’t know we had an insider who described them in detail. Are they in custody? What about Agent Cumgulper?”

“Not yet. I actually don’t have much information. The Chief informed us only a few minutes ago. Apparently the fat fuck wanted to capture them on his own. He invited them to his house and drugged them. Can you believe it? Why would he take such a risk?” He shook his head in apparent disgust.

“Men,” said Minerva as respectfully as she could, “especially powerful men like the Chief, tend to begin feeling omnipotent after a while. He has the power to destroy the lives of thousands with one word. Hence, he thinks he is godlike. He doesn’t think he needs help.”

“Yes, he is a megalomaniac,” smiled Viltis. His approval invigorated Minerva. She often found herself speaking without pretense when she was alone with him. Telling the truth was dangerous, and went against her own rules, but it felt… good. She had been a risk-averse person all her life, but Viltis nurtured her unpredictable side, one she had never known existed. “I’ll say it for you, Ms McKluge, so you won’t have to,” continued the man. “The Chief is a fucking narcissistic imbecile and what he did was utterly moronic.”

Minerva looked at his eyes and bit her lower lip. She took a deep breath and froze, hesitating to say what she wanted to say. She exhaled, inhaled again. Opened her mouth and froze once more. Viltis, seemingly oblivious to her struggle, continued: “I sent Anders with a squad to pick them up. They will be there in 20-25 minutes. We’ll be interrogating them in an hour. I want you to be by my sid-“

“Would you please fuck me, Agent Viltis? Here and now, if you would.”

Viltis turned his entire body towards the young woman, with a slightly surprised expression. Minerva knew from past experience that it was one of the greatest compliments he could give to a woman: Facing her directly, as if she was a human being. That simple move made her vagina tingle even harder.

He smiled. “No.”

A rejection? Minerva bowed her head in shame and humiliation. Was she not desirable enough for him? She wasn’t a naive bimbo and knew well that she was a fuckworthy woman. Her algorithm’s assessment program ran frequent Registry-wide evaluations and consistently put her in the top 0.02 percent of all rape-age Pussianan females, even when she tried to lower her attractiveness through various methods.

Perhaps she didn’t beg well enough? She had thought a direct approach would be more to his liking, but apparently her assumption was invalid.

“I told you, Ms McKluge. I don’t dip my pen in the company ink, unless the mission requires it. I’ll not fuck you… here and now.” He paused and approached to the woman shivering at the brink of tears. “But I’ll take you home tonight, for dinner. I’ll introduce you to my wife and my pets. After dinner, if you are still inclined to serve, I’ll take you down to my raperoom and keep you there until morning. What do you say?”

“Yes Sir, Agent Viltis Sir,” Minerva replied, smiling like a stupid virgin with tears flowing down her cheeks.

Viltis reached for her chin and caressed it gently. “Wonderful. It’s a date, then. Now let’s wait for Anders to come back with our esteemed foreign guests. We’ll work up an appetite with a long interrogation.”
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“You can try to resist, if you like. Fight back even” said the big man as he dragged Katalin across the hall. “You surely know that female-on-male violence is punished by death here. But you don’t have to worry about that. As a foreign spy, you’ll be rapexecuted after a long, painful interrogation anyway. There is no way out of it. And believe me, it will be a very special event. It will go down in TV history, most certainly.” He laughed and laughed.

Trying her best to stay calm, Katalin weighed her choices quickly. Even though her ankles and wrists were not secured, her movement was restricted considerably by the tight belts wrapped around her arms and thighs. It was impossible for her to fight back in this position. Even if she could move her limbs freely, she would have had little chance against the big man. Nagel looked flabby and old, but he was strong as an ox. Her left arm was being crushed in his fist as he pulled her. When he slapped her a few seconds ago, it felt like a runaway truck hit her head-on.

“Mr. Nagel, Sir,” she pleaded, “Is this a role-play game? I’d be happy to play, but I don’t know anything about these autones you’re talking about.”

Would denial work? She felt that it was unlikely, but she had to try it, of course.

Nagel laughed out loud as he opened the door and threw the young women into a large dimly lit room. Unable to move her arms, she couldn’t protect herself. She fell on her right hip and shoulder hard, but managed not to hit her head .

Nagel turned and pressed a few buttons on the wall. A steel rod moved into place and locked the door. Lighting changed into a reddish-purplish color and a few additional lights came alive to brighten the room. Katalin managed to sit up and pulled her legs back to assume a sexy “damsel in distress” pose before looking at the man with sad doe eyes. She decided not to say anything until he talked.

Nagel grinned at her feeble attempt for half a second and turned around, apparently looking for something. He walked towards a cabinet a few meters away from where Katalin had fallen, and started to shuffle through its contents. Katalin decided to use his momentary distraction to scan the room and stretch her limbs to loosen her restraints.

“Of course you can get out of those if I leave you alone for a couple of minutes,” Nagel said without even turning to look at her. “Even a scared little bimbo could, let alone a trained operative like you.”

“You want me to do a spy?” Katalin asked in her little girl voice. “Okay, I’ll try my best.” She cleaned her throat and spoke with fake anger. “I won’t talk, you villain! Even if you torture me, rape me, I will never give up my comrades!” She managed to pull the belt that held her legs together up a few centimeters as she spoke. The one that held her arms were simply too tight to budge.

Nagel laughed again. “Of course you’ll talk, little spy. You’ll talk before we start asking questions, you’ll talk after we stop asking questions.” Then he exhaled in relief, indicating that he had found whatever he was looking for. “But to be honest, we probably won’t even ask any questions.” He turned around with a gun in his hand and shot her in the left tit.

“Ouw!” exclaimed Katalin and looked down at her boob. It was a tranq dart, stuck in her areola right next to the nipple. She felt the sharp sting first, then came a radiating pain, spreading around her chest in all directions like a slow moving lightning. In addition to the intensifying agony, She felt her limbs getting numb. Her muscles relaxed and gave out. Unable to support her weight, she lay back down and tried to cope with the pain.
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Nagel grinned, put the gun back in the cabinet and walked towards her. He stood over his captive and admired her bound naked body for a few seconds. “If you’re wondering, you didn’t make any mistakes,” he said. “You played your role well. Your male comrade too. You are both good actors. Unfortunately, impersonating a Pussianan female isn’t that easy.” He crouched down and put his right hand on her knees. He drew circles around her pinkish kneecaps casually. “For starters, these should be more bruised.” He pushed his hand between her knees and started to move up slowly. “I know-I know. You are thinking there are some freewomen who don’t go down on their knees every few minutes, right? Perhaps, some… Very few.” His hand reached the restraining belt that kept her thighs together. He unbuckled it and hurled it away.

“If that was the only clue, I’d dismiss it as an oddity. But there were more.” He grabbed her long legs by the ankles and opened them wide. He sat down between them, grabbed Katalin’s defenseless naked body by her slender waist and pulled her to himself. He placed her round butt on his lap and started to play with her pussy lips casually.

“What other clues, Mr Nagel, Sir, you want to ask,” he said, badly imitating her voice, and slipped a finger in her womanhood. Katalin shivered when the fat digit easily penetrated her lubricated fuckhole. “When you sucked me off at the Park, you had a barely discernable accent. Not in the speech, but in the blowjob. Hard to explain, but I somehow felt that you weren’t from around here. I fucked too many women in their stupid mouths, I guess.” He laughed again.

Another finger, and then the third one invaded Katalin’s pussy. Nagel started to fingerfuck his bound captive, in a rather apathetic, kinda absentminded way. “I know. A gut feeling isn’t enough to reveal a well-trained spy either. Even when put together with the knee thing.” He picked up the pace. “Do you know what really gave you away?”

He stopped fingerfucking his victim and leaned forward to look into her pretty blue eyes.

“You are too impressive.”

He leaned back and slapped her on the clit. “You see, you’re what we call an S-grade, little spy. Slavecop material. Tall frame, athletic body, perfect posture, graceful strength…” He placed the tip of his big cock against the entrance of her wet pussy this time. Then, he grabbed her waist with both hands and pulled her onto his cock. The huge organ penetrated Katalin like a spear and hit her cervix. Another wave of pain exploded deep in her hole and started to spread around her body. Air escaped her lungs in the form of a desperate whimper.
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“The thing is, the so-called S-grade female is quite rare. Especially a very exceptional specimen like you.” He started to fuck her with a diabolical expression on his flushed fat face. “We comb the schools around the country for your type. There is no way in hell a BFA recruiter would miss something like you and let a worthless schmuck from Twattenham marry her.”

He grinned again and lifted her body up to adjust the angle of penetration. He started to fuck the girl as if she weighed nothing, like a blow-up doll. She was gorgeous, tight and wet. His cock was in heaven.

“Now that I’m deep inside you, I can tell without a doubt that you’re no Pussianan, little spy. This tightness… You weren’t raped much before this, were you?… Oh, sorry. I should say ‘make love,’ eh?” He laughed again. “Well, you’re in luck. We will right that wrong here. We will catch up, overcompensate, overkill… You’ll be in constant use for long months, maybe years, until your eventual rapexecution. We will not let you sleep, we will not let you breathe. You’ll get no mercy. Only cocks, in every orifice, one after another. You’ll be gangraped in the BFA dungeons, you’ll be gangraped in town-squares, by men, by animals, by machines, day, night, morning. You will be knocked out and woken up by cocks. You’ll beg for it to stop. You’ll beg us to kill you. And we’ll eventually indulge. In the most spectacular way possible. This is my promise as the chief of SEFR.”

He pulled her defenseless body closer and wrapped his left arm around her back. With his other hand, he grabbed her hair and moved in for a sloppy kiss. His tongue entered her parted full lips and started the flap about, all the while he kept bouncing her on his rock-hard cock. Every thrust of his rod exploded deep in her belly. It was like getting punched repeatedly in the uterus, only much, much worse.

“I was going to fuck you in the ass, but your tight little pussy is simply magical,” he slobbered on her pretty face. “I cannot seem to take my cock out of there. But don’t you worry, I will eventually give your little butthole a try too, here or later at the Hive, because I know it will hurt you a lot more. And that’s what we really want to do, isn’t it? Hurt you. Humiliate you. Turn you into a mindless fucktoy. Drive you insane.”

He stopped and slowly got up from where he sat with surprising agility, without taking his cock out of Katalin. He held her with both hands and kept fucking her like a fleshlight as he walked towards the fancy rape table in the middle of the room. He lay her down on her back and placed her legs on the metal ankle rests to keep them open. “I know what you are wondering. No, I’m not going to tie you up yet. You won’t be able to move for a few hours anyway. Your mind will remain trapped in this body that I’m going to use like a fucktoy, unable to resist, call for help, beg for mercy, even groan. You’ll just lie there and take it. Isn’t it wonderful?”

With a disgusting grin, he unbuckled the belt around her waist. He grabbed her arms, pulled them up and placed her wrists together above her head. He paused to admire her beauty for a moment, then he cupped her big tits and started to squeeze them. Reinvigorated by the sensation, he started to fuck her harder and deeper. Katalin felt like being cut in two. The rape-table she had been placed on was obviously custom made for Nagel, to accommodate his size and angle of penetration, to maximize his female utilization depth and speed. And it was working perfectly. She had never been fucked as deep and hard before. It felt like he was in her rib-cage, hitting her lungs with every thrust.

After a while, he slowed down and pulled out. Katalin wondered if he needed a rest. Perhaps he was going to switch holes just like he had threatened earlier. “Don’t worry, little spy,” he said and drew a little circle around her butthole. “With GPAC still in your system, it will be very difficult to penetrate your secondary orifice. I could, of course, pry it open and loosen it a bit using some machinery specifically designed to do just that. But it’s no fun if you cannot beg or scream, right?” He laughed and walked around, turned her head and pulled it to the side of the table, parted her lips with his fingers, and shoved his cock in her mouth in one fluid motion. “Let’s see if it fits, little spy,” he snickered and shoved his entire length down her throat.

He stopped when her button nose hit his belly and held her head in place for a moment. Then he pulled back and shoved it in again, faster and faster each time, and he proceeded to fuck her face properly in full speed.

This oral violation lasted about three minutes. Then, as if he remembered something, he looked at his watch, pursed his lips and slowed down. “It’s time, unfortunately,” he said, and pulled his phone out of his pocket. “I’ll let the guys know I bagged two of the spies they have been looking for. I can’t believe I created an entire task force to do that. What a waste of government funds! Had I known you were stupid enough to walk into my park and sit on my favorite bench, I could have embezzled that money instead.”

He called an Agent Viltis. He told him a very incomplete version of the park encounter and the house visit, embellished the story with snippets about his brightness and courage, and told him to send a prisoner transport unit to pick his captives up. Katalin was surprised. Was he informing the SEFR just now? Apparently this wasn’t an elaborate sting operation at all. It was just Nagel, all by himself, playing the mighty hunter.

“There you go, little spy. They’ll be here in about 15 minutes. I should better hurry and feed you my seed, eh? After all, you are a guest in my house.”

When he put his phone back in his pocket and grabbed her hair again, his hand touched a strange object. “Ah! Will you look at that” he grinned as he picked the small injector Katalin had hidden in her hair bun. “You were planning to stab me with this? What is it? Poison? Tranquilizer?” He lifted it up and looked closer to inspect the bluish liquid in the single-use injector. “Looks like standard over-the-counter GPAC purchased from a Pussianan pharmacy. How ironic!” He slapped her tit hard, which made the tranq dart buried in her areola fly across the hall and hit the wall.

“I have news for you, little spy. Your plan was destined to fail anyway. All male personnel at the Hive is loaded with meds to counter the effects of GPAC and its derivatives. You think we’d put tranq-guns in our slavecops’ hands and not take proper precautions to protect ourselves? This thing would have given me a nasty headache, but wouldn’t have incapacitated me.”

“Don’t worry Chief, I’ll tell her all about it later.”

Nagel turned around in surprise, only to see a familiar face for a split second before she stabbed him in the neck with a bigger, nastier looking injector. Lidia waited for a moment to unload the vial entirely, and then stepped back. Nagel’s flailing hand searched for his neck for a few seconds, he turned around to hold onto something, and eventually fell down face first like a huge sack of potatoes.

Lidia walked over the the man and kicked him over to his side. His plump face was frozen in a state of shock.

“Hello Chief,” she smiled, “missed me?”
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32 minutes earlier…

“You look excited.”

“Sorry. I know… I… It’s not my first time of course, but…” Lidia smiled nervously. Martin patted her on the head as if she was a dog. She looked the part anyway. She was clad in Cummypaws-style petgirl gear, collared, leashed, and on all-fours.

“Actually, it is your first time.” His grin widened. “First time with me. It’s always memorable… So I’m told.”

Lidia giggled. She liked what his words did to her face.

He picked the latex hood from the table and waved it in front of the ex-slavecop. “Now, before I put this on, I need to know if you-“

“Yes,” she interrupted, “No warning necessary. I know what would happen if I commit violence against a male citizen. Rapexecution and all that stuff. You know what? We passed that point long ago, when the Heimdaller camera caught me back at the FTZ docks.” She paused for a second. “Don’t worry. When the time comes, I won’t hesitate.”

“I’m sure of that,” Martin replied. “But that’s not what I wanted to know. I noticed that men in this country walk a little slower than we do, perhaps to let the women keep up with them while crawling.”

“Bitchwalking,” Lidia corrected.

“While bitchwalking,” he repeated. “I tend to walk a lot faster. So, what I wanna know is, will you be able to keep up?”

“Fuck you!” Lidia chuckled. “Just put the damn mask on. We should hurry.”

Martin placed the hood on her head and led her to the rental car. They drove to a secluded spot close to Nagel’s mansion and started their casual walk along the street as master and fuckpet.

“You know, I like this a lot,” said Martin as they approached the mission zone. “I took strolls with many female companions before, but never held one’s leash like this. So, if I wanted to ‘utilize’ you right now… Can I do it right here? In the middle of the street?”

Lidia looked up for second and nodded. She felt a tingle between her legs.
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“Ah!” he exclaimed, “how liberating. “I think I’ll try it once at least. How about that spot?”

Lidia looked at the bench he pointed at. It was well positioned with full view of Nagel’s garden. She nodded again. They were in public and she wasn’t sure if she was allowed to talk or woof. She was an experienced slavecop with basic K19 training, but she didn’t really know how to be an ordinary petgirl.

Martin didn’t care about how she responded, of course. But she didn’t want to ruin everything by making a simple mistake. He started to walk. She followed. There was nobody around except for a number of slavegirls tending to the picturesque gardens of Nagel’s rich neighbors. She could see no cameras.

Martin sat down. Lidia waited for him to open his legs so she could start sucking his cock, but he didn’t. She waited awkwardly on her hands and knees, trying to understand what he expected her to do.

“Come. Sit!” ordered the man after a few seconds. He seemed relaxed, but Lidia could see his eyes carefully scanning Nagel’s mansion. She pawed closer and sat on her heels like a good girl. He patted her on the head gently as he often did. She felt elation. At that moment she realized that she liked doing whatever he told her to do. It was such a weird feeling.

He sat there silently for a few minutes. Lidia liked the quiet.

He looked at Lidia. “You are unusually laconic, comrade. You know you can talk, don’t you? There is nobody here but us.”

“Thank you,” said Lidia with a childish smile. “I wasn’t sure if you wanted me to talk or woof.”

“Woof? Why would I want that?”

“I don’t know. People make their women do that.” She suddenly felt silly. Of course, he was a spy on a mission, not a sex tourist. She didn’t want to look stupid in front of him. No, she wanted to impress him. She wanted him to like her. She wanted him to respect her like he did Marise. The men in the group, they occasionally teased their brunette comrade but they never disparaged or disrespected her. Lidia wanted that for herself, more than anything.

Coincidentally, she also wanted him to grab and fuck her. At that moment, right there. Whenever, wherever.

“There, that’s the sixth one. Right on time. They are going to take a rape break.” Lidia turned to see what he was looking at. A guard appeared from the other side of the mansion, pulling a naked girl with him. Another guard lazily leaning on the south wall waved him over. They dragged the girl to a large rock, laid her on her stomach, and penetrated her on both ends. “They will play with her for 15 minutes and hand her over to the next two. These assholes suck at their jobs, but they are surprisingly punctual when it comes to abusing the kitchen slaves.”

“You got their schedule by watching them once?” asked Lidia.

Martin pointed to the sky and grinned. “I have an eye in the sky. Would you believe we have people who constantly monitor key figures in enemy states? When you suggested Nagel as a target, they sent us everything they got about him.”

“Cool,” she replied. “So, technically, these analysts gather in a state building and watch porn together?”

Martin laughed out loud. “Yes, the folks monitoring Pussiana must have seen a lot of titillating stuff.” His reaction made Lidia beam with joy. She made him laugh!

“Now the boss wants us to bring you back with us, perhaps I can give you a tour around the secret headquarters, eh?”

“On bring-your-prisoner-to-work day?”

“Prisoner? No, you’ll be welcomed as a hero. A freedom fighter.”

Lidia smiled bitterly. “You don’t think I believed the ginger moustache man’s bullshit back at the safehouse, do you? No, I’ll be a prisoner. Even if they parade me around as a hero, I’ll be under constant surveillance and control. I know that. And I don’t have a problem with that. I’d be happy to play my part if they put me in a nice cell and let me out every now and then. Sounds like a good life, really.”

Martin didn’t say anything. He knew she was right.

“Would you visit me often? In my cell?”

“Sure,” he replied.

“You know, after the attack on the Hive… When I found myself free in a secluded little village, I realized something.”

“What?”

“I loved lying around lazily all day, eating human food, sleeping on a real bed… I no longer had to give a hundred blowjobs a day to brutal assholes…. No more begging. No more weekly whippings. No more keeping track of penetrations in my orifices. I loved the peace and freedom…” She paused for a moment. “I mean my mind did. But my body… It’s like my body misses all that… cruelty. I can’t explain. It’s like a hunger.”

“I understand,” Martin smiled. “I was in a similar situation some time ago. I wasn’t always this well-adjusted, mild-mannered, jovial killing machine you see before you. I had some urges that I could not explain, or get rid of. Not until I found a wonderful person who patiently healed me.”

“A lover?” asked Lidia. Her heartbeat surged.

“My late wife.”

“Oh. Sorry for your loss.” She felt relief at first, but it was quickly overpowered by shame when she noticed the sorrow in is eyes.

“Do I still feel like going on a rampage and tearing apart the neighbors playing loud music all night? Yes. But I learned to control myself… Sorta.”

“So,” whispered Lidia, “perhaps you could be that person for me. You can visit me regularly and heal me… Heal me hard and long.”

He smiled again. “Perhaps. You liked our ‘sessions’ so far?”

“Very much. Yes.”

“Oh yeah? Which one was your favorite?”

“When we first met. Remember how you turned me over and… ‘healed’ me from behind? I liked that one a lot. But then, the next morning… it got even better when…” She paused when the memory of the unusual pleasure she felt shot around her mind. Her entire body tingled with yearning. She was suddenly filled with the desire to serve and please him. To repay him for his generosity.

Martin reached for her chin and lifted her head gently, then pulled her leash to bring her beautiful body closer. “When we go back, I’ll be happy to ‘therapize’ you often, Miss Gulfer.” Another tug on the leash made Lidia coyly climb onto his lap and surrender herself to his strong arms. He wrapped his arm around her back and put his free hand between her thighs. She opened her legs to let his hand slide in and closed them again. His fingers played with her labia and clit for a good while and entered her eager fuckhole. She let out a loud moan. Pressing down her clit with his thumb, he started to rub the inside of her upper pelvis with two fingers. She loved it. In a few seconds, she was delirious with pleasure.

“Please, fuck me!” she begged.

“Later,” he declined. “You’ll have to wait until the mission is over. I don’t want to be caught with my pants down when the signal comes. Literally.” He smiled and leaned in for a long, passionate kiss.
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“Kissing a slavegirl in public isn’t a smart move,” she whispered after he finally let her tongue go.

“I’m not that smart anyway, “he replied, but quickly looked up to see if the guards could see them. Fortunately, those two were preoccupied with the petite blonde they had been spitroasting.

He picked up the pace and fingerfucked the young slavecop to a shuddering orgasm in his arms. Then he slowed down to let her recover. Lidia pressed her thighs together to trap his hand in there. He grinned and continued to rub her vulva.

Thank you,” she whispered gratefully.

“You really had to keep track of penetrations?”

“Of course,” she moaned. “How else would they evaluate a collectively-used state-owned slave? As our glorious leader once said, a woman’s utility to men is her true value.”

Martin made a face.

“You want to hear my tally? Broken down by holes?”

“No,” he said unconvincingly, “well, maybe the ballpark?”

“Several aisles of a ballpark,” said Lidia and smiled. She didn’t feel ashamed or hurt by the fact that she had served so many men. Not any more, not in his arms. She loved the feeling. She felt safe in there. “How long do you think we-”

“No idea. We’ll wait for Alex’s text. If everything goes according to plan, I’ll take the tablet in there. A cakewalk with these oblivious horny baboons patrolling the area. But if something goes wrong…” He looked into her pretty blue eyes and grinned. “then you’ll probably get to try that female-on-male violence thing.”

“That me reminds me,” she moaned as he started to quicken and deepen his strokes. “I actually don’t know what to do against a male opponent.”

“You’ll improvise,” he chuckled. “Don’t worry, I’ll soften them up for you. You’ll take down at least one, I promise.”

A beep. He looked at his phone. His face got serious. “Perhaps sooner than you think. Looks like we are doing plan B.”
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Minerva pressed her thighs together and pushed down her knees with her hands, in order to stop them from shaking. She was excited. This was the first time in her life she was on a “date” of sorts. And in such weird circumstances.

Without turning her head much, she quickly stole a glance of Viltis at the wheel. It was immediately apparent to the young woman that the Master-Agent didn’t particularly enjoy driving. He seemed out of his element, somehow. He followed every rule and heeded every traffic sign as expected from a man like him, but he also drove very slowly, in the most boring way possible. Nevertheless, Minerva was unprecedentedly giddy. She was thrilled to be allowed to sit in the passenger seat for a change, instead of being stuffed in the trunk…

When they had received the bad news at the office a few hours ago, everybody had been shocked. Not Viltis. While the personnel ran around like headless chickens, Agent Viltis simply cursed under his breath once, took Minerva to the cafeteria, and bought her a cup of coffee. During their casual conversation unrelated to the unfolding crisis, Minerva could see in his eyes that he was reevaluating his strategy like a machine. That calm demeanor masking a constantly calculating mind felt very familiar to her. She saw that look everyday in the mirror.

Of course, they went back upstairs to join others in the crisis room once the pitter-patter of confusion in the corridors had died down. Agent Anders returned with a gloomy story. The mood in the room turned funereal once he described the situation in full detail.

After the debriefing, Minerva went to the girl’s room, locked herself in a stall, and laughed for ten straight minutes. She didn’t immediately know how this surprise development would impact her “freedom number,” but she didn’t care. It was the best day of her life. That mean asshole, taken down by the rogue agent Lidia Cumgulper.

“We’re here.” Viltis slowed down and entered a driveway surrounded by a well-kept garden. For a nanosecond, she wondered if he would open the door for her, like in the now-illegal romance books she had read as a teen. She quickly remembered where and when she lived and opened the door herself. He nevertheless let her walk beside him as they traversed the garden.

The door opened when they were three steps away, and a beautiful middle-aged woman welcomed them with a graceful smile.

“Minerva, meet Gemma, my wife,” introduced the man. “Gemma, this is my colleague, Miss McKluge.”

“How do you do, miss,” curtsied the woman. Her voice was the sweetest sound Minerva had ever heard in her life. She stepped aside and gestured them in.

“How are the dogs?” asked Viltis as Gemma took his coat off.

“Sleeping in their cages, dear,” replied the woman. “I fed and spanked them a couple hours ago. They were a bit disappointed that you missed their spanking time, of course, but they were good girls, both of them.” She smiled again. “You never come this late. Was it a particularly hard day at work?”

“You could say that,” said Viltis. “Never mind. Let’s sit down for dinner before the food gets even colder, eh?”

The dinner was exactly what Minerva had expected it to be like. Carefully balanced caloric value, some protein, some carbohydrates, no frills. It was good food and nice dinner conversation. She couldn’t tell if the menu was “richer” because they had a guest. Perhaps Viltis’ usual diet was even more spartan. She didn’t really care. She wasn’t here for dinner.

“Do you have more room for desert, or would you like to rape Miss McKluge now, dear?” asked Gemma.

Viltis put his fork down and looked at his guest for half a second. Minerva was blushing already. “It’s getting rather late, so I think we should better start,” he said. “You prepared the raperoom?”

“Yes my love,” replied Gemma. “Would you like me to join you?”

“Not tonight, dear. Miss McKluge and I will talk shop between violations. Classified stuff.” He patted his dutiful wife on the head gently. “Perhaps before breakfast, eh? You always wanted to perform the morning rituals with another woman.”

“Yes my love, replied the woman and bowed her head obediently. “Then, I’ll come and join you at 6:30.”

Viltis stood up and walked out of the room without saying anything. It took Minerva half a second to snap out of her trance and jump to her feet. She thanked her hostess for the food and quietly followed her husband downstairs. Her heart was pounding. Her face was burning with excitement.

“I turned the basement into an old-school raperoom two months ago,” explained the man as he opened the door to his subterranean mancave. “I call it that, but I rarely use it for female-utilization. I mostly relax on the couch with a good book. Actually, you’re the first woman I brought down here besides Gemma.”

Minerva smile-nodded nervously. The room wasn’t what she expected. It certainly wasn’t a drab basement with rusty chains and hooks hanging from the ceiling, full of padded wooden furniture to tie women on. It was a nicely decorated room with a leather couch, a big screen TV, and a bookcase-slash-bar.

“It doesn’t look like Nagel’s at all, does it?”

The unexpected question hit Minerva in a sensitive spot. Painful memories of the many weekends she had spent in the Chief’s raperoom rushed back and shook her from tip to toe. “No, sir, Agent Viltis. Chief Nagel has numerous custom built machines to assist him in restraining, violating, and torturing women. It’s certainly not a cozy place to kick back with a good book.”

Viltis grinned, then his grin turned into roaring laughter.

“Did I say something wrong, Sir?” Minerva asked, nervously.

“No, it’s just… You know, after you and the lower-clearance personnel left the briefing, Anders revealed more details about today’s incident at Nagel’s residence. Intimate details, he deemed inappropriate to share with rank-and-file.”

“Oh? If that’s the case, I shouldn’t…”

“You should, Minerva,” he interrupted. “You’ll definitely find out anyway. But before that, take your clothes off.”

Minerva didn’t hesitate. She quickly undressed as soon as he gave the order. She had been waiting for this command since the moment he invited her to dinner. She neatly folded her clothes and put it on the back of the couch, then stood before him, fully nude and vulnerable. She lowered her eyes and waited for his next directive.

“You know, this is unnatural,” Viltis commented. “You are simply too intelligent to be this beautiful.”

Minerva blushed. She had a number of witty, even snarky responses ready, but she decided to keep them to herself. After all, she immensely enjoyed such sweet flattery despite its misogynistic outer shell, like every other attention-starved Pussianan female. At that very moment, all she wanted was to be called a “good girl” with a pat on the head.

“Lie down on the table.”

She looked at he wooden table in front of the couch. Only then she realized that it was “woman-size,” and numerous metal rings were integrated in the intricate design of its metal frame. It was the only purpose-built rape furniture in the room. She sat on it and lay down with hands and legs spread like a giant letter X.

“Will you look at that,” admired the man. “I didn’t even order you to assume this position, but I love the way you look.” He adjusted the position of her ankles and wrists and looked her into her desire-filled eyes. “I’d use restraints on a lesser woman. But you don’t need any, do you, Miss McKluge?”

“No Sir,” she replied.

He pulled a drawer from the side of the table, picked up a piece of chalk, and drew outlines around her stretched out limbs. “If you move your hands or feet an inch from their positions, You’ll receive fifty lashes on your tits. Do you understand?”

“Yes Sir,” she said with a trembling voice.

“And if you don’t, you’ll receive only twenty-five.” He put one hand on her left tit and squeezed it, not too hard, not too gently. Minerva exhaled with excitement. He responded with a cruel nipple-pinch. She bit her lower lip to stop herself from screaming.

“You are free to scream and cry, Miss McKluge,” grinned the man. “Actually, I prefer it that way. I’m not ashamed to say, I love women’s screams. Screams of pain, screams of pleasure. It’s the most primitive yet pleasing sound. A melodious expression of her inferiority and powerlessness. The simplest response to the violation of her body.”

As soon as he said that, he picked a flogger from the drawer and hit her across the chest without warning. Minerva screamed at the top of her lungs. She didn’t have a chance to brace for impact. The pain was unbearable.
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“There you go. Whenever I hit you, with a flogger or in some other way, you will scream, thank me properly, and beg to be penetrated. Do you understand?”

“Yes Sir, Agent Viltis. Thank you, sir. Please rape me sir!” Minerva pleaded with tears gushing out of her pretty eyes.

He leaned back, satisfied. “Earlier I was telling you about the part of the debriefing you missed,” he started. “Do you know where exactly they found Nagel? On one of his custom-made rape machines… Well, not all of him.”

Minerva was tempted to turn and look at the man’s face to see if he was grinning, but another sudden lash hit her below the boobs. She screamed even louder this time.

“Aaaah! Thank you, sir. Please fuck me sir!”

“This was a big defeat for us, Miss McKluge,” he continued indifferently. “The humiliation of the incident itself aside, we suspect that they are now in possession of thousands of BFA files, top-level secrets included. The egghead squad had restricted access as quickly as possible of course, but within the brief window between Nagel’s phone call and Anders’ arrival at the scene, the bastards probably downloaded every single file they needed and more.”

Another lash, this time got her mostly across the stomach.

“Ooooh! Thank you, sir! PleasePleaasePlease fuck me, please!

“Such a shame. This will force us to reconsider every single variable in our little game. Move the asset again, and deal with the political fallout too. Believe me, that fucking moron is still too powerful a player, and near-impossible to dislodge from that chair, but there will be consequences. The Council will demand blood sacrifice. Heads will roll. I hope yours or mine won’t be among them.”

Another hit perfectly slashed Minerva’s hardened nipples.

“Aaaaooow! Thank you Master-Agent, Sir. Pleeeeaaaseee rape me!”

“Very well,” said Viltis and rose from the couch. He stood facing Minerva’s swollen womanhood, opened his zipper, and took his fully erect penis out. “I know, and I appreciate that you have been breaking many of your rules since we met,” he whispered as he pressed the tip of his penis against the entrance of her vagina. “I’d expect that from a lesser woman, of course. Abandoning her values and beliefs in order to please a man. Truly becoming a whore. But you, you’re smart enough to satisfy a man without rendering your core vulnerable. I wonder why you-”

“Please!” she interrupted, impatient and delirious, “please… fuck… me!”

“Alright. Since you are willing to break your rules, I’ll reciprocate by breaking one of mine.” As soon as he finished his sentence, he shoved his steely rod in Minerva, slowly for a few inches, then rammed the entire length in. The impact forced Minerva to exhale and scream like a stuck pig. He immediately started to move in and out of her, driving her insane with pleasure. She felt wonderful.

He wasn’t exaggerating before. Minerva was the first woman except Gemma he had ever desired to fuck properly.

“Thank you,” she moaned. He increased the speed of his thrusts. He fucked her hard and long, and eventually filled her womb with his seed. He then pulled back, climbed on top of the table, sat on her chest, and shoved his cock in her mouth. Minerva didn’t need a command. She started to suck and lick like a whore in heat. She couldn’t believe herself, the way she served, her genuine enthusiasm and desire to please. The chaotic element in the equation was Viltis, no doubt. He had somehow awakened something strange in her.

Soon Viltis unloaded again, this time in her mouth. She swallowed and thanked him, and he shoved it in her pussy once more. Another hard rape followed, and she ended up with more jizz in her fuckhole.

Exhausted, he leaned back to catch his breath. “Between you and me, Miss McKluge,” he started, “I’m glad the Ottohuns grossly overreacted to the kidnapping of a simple dancer and sent a team to mess with us. This mission, it somehow landed an exquisite creature like you on my rape table, naked and begging to be fucked. I’m happy that it happened. And to be honest, I’m equally glad that megalomaniacal fat idiot ended up on his own table, maimed and humiliated.”

Minerva didn’t know what to say. She felt exactly the same way, both about meeting Viltis and Nagel’s comeuppance.

“You can move your hands and feet now,” he smiled. “You never lost control. Very impressive, but not at all surprising.” He opened his legs further. “Come here and make it hard again.”

Minerva jumped off the table and knelt between his legs. “Why on earth did they leave him alive?” she mumbled and took his semi-erect cock in her mouth. It was not a question, but an expression of frustration and disappointment.

“I have a few theories,” said the agent. He looked at her beautiful head eagerly bobbing on his cock for a while. “You’re worried that when this is all over, you’ll have to continue to serve him on weekends, aren’t you?”

She didn’t respond. She continued to fervently blow him. He was already hard again.

He pulled her up onto his lap, impaled her on his cock, and started to fuck her again. “You know, even if he decided to force you to serve, it won’t be the same at all. You see, Minerva, his hands were not the only organs they took as trophies.”
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“How are you feeling?”

Katalin opened her eyes and turned her head with difficulty. Lidia was standing by the bed, smiling at her. It was only a half smile, perhaps a quarter, even. Somewhat bitter, marred with concern and a pinch of pity. “Pretty awful, to be honest.”

“How the tables turned,” said Lidia. “A couple of days ago, you were standing over my semi-paralyzed, violated body.”

Katalin chose to ignore the comment about her violation. “I like your smile. You always have a very serious, soldierly face. You don’t laugh a lot.” She paused for a moment. “Except when you are around Martin.”

Lidia responded with a chuckle. Another uncharacteristic facial expression. “Old habits die hard, I guess. You learn to put on a mask very early, when you don the blue-and-whites.”

“You cannot let men know what you really feel about the things they do? The things they make you do?”

“Not really. They of course know what you feel, and you know that they know. Even the most ardent believers of Androcracy feel awful at the end of the day, while they are lying on that shelf, trying to have a few hours of shut-eye. Hiding your feelings is not the point. The mask you wear is a testament to men’s complete and unshakeable control over your body and mind. No matter what you feel, you have to behave and look the way they want you to. They like it when you feel awful and guilty, and still do it with a dutiful, soldierly expression. It gets their cocks hard, you see.”

“Right, but you hardly need to do anything extra to make cocks rock-hard.” Katalin immediately felt weird uttering that sentence. She wanted to lighten the mood with a jokey compliment, but it sounded insensitive when the words left her lips. The poor girl was sharing something personal and traumatic, and there she was, making light of it like an oblivious moron.

“Thank you,” Lidia beamed and sat down on the bed next to Katalin. “You’re so kind. I think you are gorgeous too, by the way.”

Katalin sighed with relief. Apparently Lidia wasn’t offended. “Thank you,” she replied, awkwardly.

“Do you want to fuck?”

Katalin’s eyes widened. “Excuse me?”

“I want to fuck you, and I think you want to fuck me. Let’s do it.”

“I… I…” Katalin stammered.

Lidia’s smile widened. “You know, since I was ‘unintentionally freed’ by the fluffers, I discovered that I can actually enjoy sex, even being dominated, manhandled and abused. I mean, I have always enjoyed sex with women anyway. But nowadays, I have been craving men also… Men… Slamming me down, roughly taking me from behind…”

“Like Martin?”

“Like Martin,” affirmed Lidia. “He is the most attractive and charismatic man I have ever seen. I can even picture myself as his sex slave, to be honest. I could serve him for the rest of my life. The thought arouses me.” She chuckled again. “I know-I know, you guys don’t have slavery. You know what I mean. What is the Ottohun term for it? Wife?”

“Hold on! Martin? You think Martin is the most attractive and charismatic man? Are we talking about the same meat-headed bundle of muscles?”

Lidia laughed. “Yes. Crazy, huh? Stupid affection-starved Pussianan whore falls for the first man who doesn’t beat her during rape!” Her face became tiny bit more serious. She leaned over Katalin and stroked the brunette’s blushing cheek with her slender fingers. “I know what you’re thinking, Marise. For you, the most attractive and charismatic man ever is the ginger-mustache-man, isn’t it? I see how you look at him.”

“What? No!” whisper-yelled Katalin with laughably unconvincing outrage. “He is my superior.”

“Oh yeah,” Lidia grinned. “He is your superior alright. Do you call him that when he’s railing you?”

“No!” the brunette protested again, even more loudly than before. Then she took a deep breath and exhaled with frustration. “He wouldn’t, anyway.”

“Wouldn’t?”

“Rail me. He had a lot of opportunities to do so. I even begged him to when I was under the influence of some very powerful drugs. He just refused to do it.”

“Ah!” exclaimed Lidia and fell silent for a few seconds. “Why don’t we ask him again?”

“What?”

“We should do it together. I ask Martin to pound my butt, and you ask the moustache to rail yours. What do you think?”

“I think you are insane,” replied Katalin. She could feel her womanhood swell with excitement in mid-sentence. “I told you he didn’t touch me. What makes you think he would this time?”

“He will,” Lidia said and gave Katalin a little kiss on the forehead, “because he must be riddled with guilt right now. He failed to act quickly to save you from Nagel. I could see the relief in his eyes as he carried you out of the raperoom in one piece. He cares about you.”

“That doesn’t mean he would want to fuck me,” said Katalin. Her vagina was throbbing so hard, she was getting worried that Lidia could hear it somehow. “He is a man of duty. I’m a member of his team. That’s what you saw in his eyes, probably.”

“Perhaps,” said Lidia and surprised Katalin by grabbing her burning pussy. The brunette reflexively tried to close her thighs, but her drugged body was still not in her full control. “The way I see it,” continued the ex-slavecop, “we should go after the things we desire whenever we can, without losing any time. Freedom taught me that. I’ll probably be captured and rapexecuted soon, so I want to do the things I want before this dream ends in disaster. Martin makes me feel hot and bothered, so I try to seduce him at every opportunity. He fucks me well.”

“Good for you… I guess,” replied the other.

“Here’s what’s gonna happen,” grinned Lidia. “I’ll go and lure the men here, because, let’s face it, you won’t be completely ambulatory for another hour or two. We will lie face to face, you and I, so we could make out as they penetrate us the way they like, alternating between our primaries and secondaries. We will only stop kissing to suck them back to full hardness. Once they enter us properly again, we’ll continue to suck each other’s pretty faces. You will feel Martin’s beat in my fingernails biting into your skin, and I’ll feel the commander’s thrusts in the rhythm of your breathing.

He will crush you under his manly weight, destroy your cunt, push your internal organs into your ribcage, choke you on your own screams and moans, fill you with his cum, and turn your gorgeous body into a a pulp.” She paused for a moment, listening to the change in Katalin’s breathing. “Then, they will need a minute to catch their breath, drink a glass of water, and return to fuck us some more… because, just look at you. Who would fuck you just once? This time it won’t be an animalistic destruction of our orifices. They will be slower, gentler. Like a massage, even. You’ll be able to feel and savor each and every thrust of the commander’s big fat cock, splitting you slowly but surely, from vulva to womb. Going deeper and deeper, stretching you, and eventually filling you again with his warm spunk that you crave since the moment you met him. He will then pull back, your pussy muscles will try to grab him and keep him inside, but they would be too spent and happy to be able to do so. He will take his cock out and lay it on your smooth stomach to rest. His cum will soon ooze out of your blissful holes. You’ll be exhausted, unable to speak or move, barely conscious. How about that?”
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Katalin held her breath for so long, she began to turn purple. “That’s… quite a… um… very…” She stopped. She didn’t really know what to say. In uncomfortable situations like this, her go-to response was to overcompensate. She would have countered with an even wilder suggestion, perhaps. But Lidia’s version of this imaginary orgy was simply unsurmountable. And it was almost exactly what she wanted to happen. Unable to come up with a response, she decided to change the subject instead.

“Are you going to tell me what happened when I was… you know…”

“I will,” said Lidia, “but only if you let me fingerblast your tight little pussy while I’m I telling it.” Katalin attempted to protest, but Lidia swiftly put her free hand over her mouth before she could. “Sorry sweetheart, you aren’t allowed to say no.” She raised her finger and held it in front of the drugged brunette’s face. She waited for a moment, and raised a second finger. When she raised a third finger, Katalin sighed in surrender and nodded. Lidia grinned and slid her fingers under the blanket that covered her naked body. She started to rub her clit softly, which drew out a loud moan from the spy.

“As you know, Nagel attempted to drug your ‘husband’ using his slaves during your visit. Of course, we were prepared for that possibility, and filled him with wide spectrum anti-GPAC chems similar to what male SEFR agents use. He wasn’t paralyzed as Nagel intended.” Her fingers ventured into Katalin’s well-lubricated slit and started to poke into the tight opening of her pussy. The spy’s breathing was getting heavier and quicker, but she was still trying her best to remain attentive.

“It was actually so cool to see,” said Lidia excitedly. “We heard in basic training that tranq-guns wouldn’t work on male agents because of some kind of magic potion they took… but I never actually seen it, or even heard about a case of a slavecop shooting a male agent. None of the blue puss was crazy enough to test it of course. So, I always wondered if it was real or just a myth to keep us in line. Turns out the magic potion is real.”

“Yes,” said Katalin. “Actually, it’s our own brand of ‘magic potion’, much more effective than the SEFR standard GPAC blockers. Turns out we have been fighting a silent chemical war with the Androcratic bloc for decades. We developed our own countermeasures.”

“Nice to know,” Lidia smiled, “but this coherent answer shows that I’m not doing a good job down here.” She shoved three fingers into Katalin’s hole and started to fingerfuck her properly. Katalin threw her head back when a fresh wave of pleasure hit her. “Anyway. According to his account, the moustache faked paralysis until Nagel took you to the raperoom. He restrained the three slavegirls and waited for a few minutes to let you make your move. When you didn’t come out for a long time, he attempted to enter. But the door was locked and he didn’t know the combination. So, he sent us the plan B signal.”

“Then you came to save me?” moaned the brunette. “Took down your first male opponent, perhaps?”

“No such luck,” said Lidia. Martin took care of all six guards… like a… I don’t know how to describe it. I just tried to catch up with him. My only contribution was restraining the slavegirl the guards had been raping and bringing her back in the house. She was rather traumatized, the poor thing.”

“How did you unlock the door?” asked Katalin with difficulty. She was getting closer and closer to an orgasm.

“Ah! I can take the credit for that one. Turned out one of the slaves your husband restrained knew the combination. The mother of the other two? She was however reluctant to give it up. I was able to convince her.”

“How?” groaned the brunette.

“I used the Heimdaller tablet, actually. I logged into the Registry to find out about her. Apparently Nagel told her that her third daughter was locked in a cabinet in his office. Turns out it was a lie he told to keep her in line.”

“She was dead, wasn’t she?

Lidia nodded with a sad face, but she didn’t slow down. “When she learned the truth, it was easy to convince her to give up the code. You know the rest.” [image: ]

“Thank you,” moaned Katalin as she climaxed. Lidia continued to finger her gently for a few more seconds until she finally pulled out. The girl’s aching muscles relaxed.

“Okay, that wasn’t a powerful one, but it warmed you up. Now I’ll go get the boys. This was a victory, Marise. Your victory. We have to celebrate.”
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“Marise was raped by a disgusting asshole only a few hours ago, and you want me to interrupt her recovery by having sex with her?”

“Why not?” asked Lidia, with genuine puzzlement. “You should reclaim her, pull her back to the good side. I’d be delighted if it happened to me.” She turned to Ktinodis and winked.

“Your rapid transformation from a scared kitty to a horny cougar is head-spinning,” chuckled Hermes. “But I have to agree with my friend here. We should let Marisa rest for a while. I’m sure sex is the last thing she needs right no-”

“I already fingered her to an orgasm just a minute ago,” grinned the girl. “I warmed her up for the moustache man, who she thinks is the greatest.”

“That’s enough, Miss Gulfer,” interrupted Tamer coldly. “I understand that the solution for every problem involves sex here, but I’m not willing to ‘go native’ yet. I’ll give my colleague some time to relax and recover.”

“Suit yourself,” shrugged Lidia. “Your ‘colleague’ will be disappointed, though. You’re depriving her of the chance to restore her power and confidence. Fucking you would be a power move for her.”

“One can convincingly defend any insane point to a degree, Miss Gulfer. And despite your repeated claims to ignorance, you obviously have a natural talent to formulate persuasive rational arguments on the spot. Perhaps your past life and habits earned you the ability to rationalize such cruelty and quickly shake it off. But it was a first for Marise and she’d certainly be traumatized by it. You might have convinced her that my affections is what she wanted at the moment, but trust me, it’s the last thing she needs.”

The ex-slavecop shrugged again. “You blame yourself for what happened. I thought the guilt would compel you to go in there and please her, but I was wrong. It compels you to punish yourself instead. You actually want to fuck her more than anything else, probably since the moment you met her, but you’ll deny yourself the pleasure.”

Tamer took a deep breath and pursed his lips. “As I said, a natural talent.” He fake-smiled and returned to the table to examine the files they downloaded from the Heimdaller tablet.

Lidia threw her hands in the air and collapsed onto the couch, next to Ktinodis. “Ignore my advice at your peril,” she sighed. “Sex solves everything.”

“You’re thinking of ‘time,’ my dear,” Hermes chuckled. “Time solves everything.”

“Do we have time for sex,” asked Lidia, playfully.

“Cool your loins, will you? We are here for a mission, you know. And it just got more complicated.”

“Got more complicated? You downloaded everything to find about the SEFR with the highest level access. Probably doubled or tripled your information about Pussiana’s secrets in one fell swoop. Even if you fail to return with this oh-so-important dancer, you’ll get a pile of medals and infinite pussy for that alone.” She grinned. “You also got me. An infamous slavecop slash double spy with big tits and a newfound craving for Ottohun cock.”

“I’m talking about the three women in the other room,” said Hermes. “Dealing with one Pussianan ex-slave was problematic enough. Now we have to take care of three more runaways.”



“You may continue while I go over the facts, Ms McKluge.”

“Thank you Sir, Master-Agent Viltis.” Minerva smiled gratefully and took the man’s semi-erect organ back in her mouth. She didn’t know if he was going to use her again. He had already fucked her pussy twice while she was lying on the table, and let her suck his cock back to hardness once, and that was already more than she had hoped for. If she did a good job now, perhaps he would rape her one more time.

It was a strange, confusing feeling. Minerva had never liked to kneel before a man and suck his cock. She of course had to do it a lot, like almost every female in Pussiana. It was inescapable. It started as early as high school senior year. Boys would often burst into bathrooms, grab whoever they could find and rape their faces. Such bullying, a clear breach of school regulations, often went unreported and therefore, unpunished. It was so common, it wasn’t even regarded as sexual activity. The most beautiful girls had multiple persistent stalkers. Boys often competed for the use of their mouths. Some girls even gave up resisting and played along, virtually becoming slaves without neckbands.

Minerva was never popular in that sense. She knew how to appear bland and boring, thanks to suggestions from her algorithm that constantly analyzed fads and trends. But at the end of the day, she was another female student… and she had a mouth.

She remembered her first facerape like it was yesterday.



It was the early days of October, on a Friday, after school. On her way back home, Harry Bakhall jumped her, grabbed her by the arm and pulled her into the woods. He pushed her down onto her knees behind a tree and shoved his dick into her shocked face without losing any time. Minerva couldn’t resist or say anything. She just froze as he fucked her mouth clumsily for a couple minutes, jizzed all over her face, and left her there panting on her knees.

Even though she was always careful and minimized the probability as much as she could, she had known this would happen sooner or later. She had a detailed contingency plan too. She knew beforehand how to react when abuse was imminent, how to appease her rapist to minimize bodily harm, how to behave and what to say before, during, and after the rape. She had dialogue options ready, matching possible levels of verbal abuse and intensity of violation. She had memorized and rehearsed her lines in front of the mirror.

But when Harry pinned her to a tree and unzipped his pants, she suddenly forgot everything. When he forced his dick into her mouth, her mind was completely blank. It was like her brain abandoned her the moment she needed it most. She remembered the smell, the taste, the sensation, the helplessness, the pain, and the shame all too well, but she couldn’t remember what she was thinking at the moment. It was like she was rendered dumb by the single touch of a penis.
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Harry didn’t talk as he used her. He didn’t need to say a word. It was the most natural thing for him. He had an erection, and she was right there. So he grabbed her and used her to jerk off. They both knew what her mouth was for. Minerva hated it, but she understood.

After he left, Minerva knelt there for a long while, the boy’s jizz dripping down her chin. She eventually got up and went home, threw her cum-stained shirt away and took a long bath. It was the worst day of her life… but she was strangely relieved too. The inevitable was now behind her, and her mind was finally at ease. She took the right lessons from it and altered her habits accordingly. By the time she was graduated from high school, her facerape count was only eleven… an impossibly low number for an attractive girl like her.



Since that fateful October afternoon, she had hated blowing men on her knees. Until now. As she knelt between Viltis’s legs with her arms boxed behind her back and his hardening rod in her mouth, she felt at home. Viltis had an unnatural ability to put her mind at ease. She was able to lower her defenses while she was with him. She trusted him to be measured and principled, even in his abuse of her body. She was a woman, after all. She abhorred this unjust system of oppression and did her best to fight it in her own convoluted way, but at the end of the day, she had two cock-sized holes between her legs and one more on her face. She needed to be fucked and filled by a man. Nature demanded it. And no algorithm could beat nature.

“This case is no longer a simple spy hunt, Ms McKluge.”

Viltis’s commanding voice pulled Minerva out of her own thoughts. She looked up as she continued to suck him softly and slowly.

“I asked Agent Hoshiyaar to join the task force. He is an old colleague of mine, a data specialist who helped me with a prior data-leak case. I’m sure Section Eight has their own personnel, but I prefer to work with people I know.”

Minerva nodded. She already knew about Hoshiyaar. Right after she met Viltis at the Anthill, she had obsessively researched him and found about everything she could. She knew he got a big promotion recently after he successfully dealt with a top secret case, and she remembered that Agent Hoshiyaar was a member of his very small team. She didn’t have to be as smart as she was to deduce that the case had something to do with the Registry.

“His preliminary report suggests that the enemy had enough time to download 24% of the data accessible by the Haimdaller communicator. He is still trying to figure out exactly what data they were looking for and whether they managed to get it. For now, we’ll assume that they did. Personally I don’t care about the data breach itself. I’ll let Section Eight deal with it. I’ll focus on the Ayla Pekesnek case.”

Minerva nodded, but she was not really paying attention to his words. All she could think about was his big cock, which was now hard enough to fuck her again.

He looked down and patted her on the head. “I’d like to know what you think, Minerva. I’m sure you already have a few ideas in there” He grinned when she looked confused for a moment, unable to decide whether she should reply or continue to suck as previously ordered. “You may switch to a tit-job. I’ll have trouble understanding you if you attempt to talk with a cock in your mouth.”

“Yes Sir, Agent Viltis,” said Minerva and obediently wrapped her big tits around his erection. “If I were in their place, I’d just turn around and try to leave the country. They now realized that they have lost the element of surprise. They learned that we know a lot about them and their mission. They’ll figure out that we’ll just move the target and they won’t be able to finish their task now. Also, they already got more than they ever imagined. With the treasure trove of data they stole and the ex-slavecop they turned, it is smarter to abandon the original mission and get out. There is no need to concentrate on Pekesnek any more. We should concentrate on their exit strategy and trap them inside our borders before they can move.”

“Very good rational analysis,” said Viltis. Minerva sensed a ‘but’ was coming. “But you are forgetting one important thing. Their mission was not ‘rational’ to begin with. They aren’t here to assassinate a BFA council member or steal some high-tech missile guidance system. They are here to rescue a dancer. A simple dancer. They are here because their feelings were hurt.”

[image: ]

Minerva looked on as she dutifully massaged the man’s penis with her massive tits. “I don’t understand. The choice is clear to me. They simply cannot succeed after this point. We know their faces. We know they have a slavecop with them. And they kidnapped three of the Chief’s slaves for some reason. More dead weight to slow them down. It is no longer possible for them to-”

“Logically, yes. But they will go after the dancer, trust me. I can feel it.”
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“Ah! You are awake? Finally. I was getting worried.”

Ayla sat up hastily. She was disoriented and numb, and had the worst headache. Last thing she remembered was… being “utilized” by a couple of guards, of course, but that wasn’t a helpful clue at all. She was gangraped several times a day… or night. She didn’t know. She hadn’t seen the sun for weeks… months.

“Take it easy,” the soft voice said. “The master said your operation was a big success.”

The operation! Yes, brief flashes of moments started to rush back in. She remembered talking to the soft-speaking creepy surgeon and sucking his cock. Was it before or after the guard gangrape? After, perhaps. Her memories were still fragmented and fuzzy.”

“Don’t worry. You’ll be fine in a few minutes. The haze goes away. We all have been there.”

Ayla finally thought to look at the source of the soft reassuring voice. It was a young girl with auburn hair and a warm smile. She was roughly same age with her, and had the same body type, almost. Gracefully toned muscles, a swan-like long neck, slender body… She had an elegant, sophisticated air about her. Perhaps a dancer… A ballerina?

“Hi there,” she beamed when Ayla finally turned to her. “I’m twenty-three. Are you twenty-four?”

“What?” wheezed Ayla, and coughed to clear her throat. Her mouth was dry. She was thirsty. “My name is Ay-“ She looked around in sudden panic. “I mean Goldenwhore… my name is.”

“Oh, they named you already? So cool!” She pouted playfully. “You’re the first. They call me twenty-three, but I’m not sure that’s a name. Why twenty-three? It doesn’t mean anything.” Her beautiful face lit up as if she remembered something. “We have neighbors too. Seven girls by my count. One of them is called nine. There is also a thirteen, an eighteen… The rest, I don’t know.”

Ayla nodded absent-mindedly. She was hearing the words, but understanding only half of them. Her mind kept failing her. “Neighbors?” She looked around. It was a white room, similar to her usual cell, but cleaner, larger, better lit. It almost looked like a hospital room. The only furniture in there was the metal beds they were sitting on.

“It’s just the two of us here. Two girls in every room. Eight in total now,” Twenty-three explained when she saw Ayla’s puzzled expression.

Ayla nodded again. This was certainly a step-up from her former quarters. And it came with a friendly cellmate too. She turned and dangled her legs from the side of the metal slab. Her feet touched the polished concrete floor. She was of course fully naked, as she had been from day one, but something was different. A huge, glaring difference she realized that very moment. She wasn’t restrained. Not even handcuffs. She raised her hands and looked at them with wide eyes.

“Oh, no-no-no-no!” exclaimed the girl and turned her body to show her wrists crossed at her back. She wasn’t restrained either. “You’ll remain tied… At all times.”
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Ayla quickly crossed her wrists and ankles. Having her hands free felt weird anyway. Her wrists touching had an immediate calming effect on her nerves. She smiled and thanked the girl.

Aside from not being physically restrained, there was another big difference. She didn’t have cocks in her. Not even one.

“When do we start serving?” she asked nervously. “It’s been… For how long have I been sleeping?”

“Let’s see. We are gangraped every two hours. I was utilized twice since they brought you here, so, I’m going to guess… about five or six hours? It’s almost time for the next one by the way. Kinda getting excited.”

“Excited?”

“Yes, of course. My urges are… I kinda need it now. I mean, I guess I have always needed it… but it felt dirty and shameful before. Now, not so much.”

“By ‘it,’ you mean…”

“Getting raped, of course. Getting dicked down. Getting plowed, fucked, sodomized, throated… You know, Dr Grant told me this would happen, and frankly I didn’t believe him at first. I thought he was exaggerating. Even after the operation, I felt the same for a while. Nothing was different… Until the very first time they came in here.”

Noticing the question in Ayla’s eyes, the girl turned around to face her. “Three of them, to fill all three of my orifices properly. It started like any other rape. Of course, I was obedient and cooperative right from the beginning. I was hoping to survive with the least amount of beatings. But, to my surprise, I began to enjoy it as the violation progressed. Can’t remember if it was the second or third hole-rotation, but I found myself moaning aloud like a horny whore. They were roughing me up like always, slapping me often, choking me, and pulling my hair… but I liked it all. No, I loved it. It felt natural. It was like an epiphany. I felt like I found my purpose in life. I felt like a new woman. Reborn.”

Ayla’s eyes widened. She was thinking clearer now. She remembered the unnerving speech Dr Grant gave her earlier. What did he say? He would kill her and then breathe into her new life. A woman reborn, with her mind and body fully synchronized to obediently fulfill its natural purpose. Serving and pleasing men in every way possible.”

“You… They changed you. The operation… Can you feel the thing they inserted in there? Can you feel it working, somehow?”

“No-no, it’s nothing like that,” the other chirped. “It’s like the good doctor said. They didn’t put some high-tech restraint in there, they took out the restraints I already had. They liberated me. I always knew what I was for. I was just ashamed of it. Not any more! I grew up. Transcended. This is maturity, perfection. Graduation, perhaps.” She paused and smiled. “Oh, I wonder if we’ll be allowed to leave this school one day and serve all men! I want to please them all.”

Ayla opened her mouth to say something, but the words froze in her mouth when she heard footsteps in the distance. Three men, by her count.

“Yes! Here they come!” exclaimed the girl and jumped off the metal bed. “Quickly, get down on your knees. Wrists and ankles together, mouth open, tongue out. You’re not allowed to talk, so beg with your eyes.”

She did exactly as she said and Ayla quickly followed her example. She didn’t share her cellmate’s enthusiasm, but she wasn’t going to do anything that might anger her new rapists.

Exactly five seconds later, the door opened and three men entered. Ayla quickly lowered her eyes. They unzipped their pants without saying a word. Two of the men grabbed the girls by their hair and shoved their erect dicks in their opened mouths. At that moment Ayla was sure that she was in a different facility, in the care of different guards. She had never served this particular cock before.

As her new rapist started to fuck her face, Ayla started to worry. She couldn’t see her cellmate getting throated, but she could hear her soft, desire-filled moans and slurps. It was obvious that she was enjoying the treatment she was getting. Was Ayla going to turn into a shameless whore like her? Would she have an “epiphany” like twenty-three? Or maybe… perhaps this was just a cheap trick to mess with her mind. There was no mind control chip, no whore-maker implant… Yes, of course. It was just a hoax. This girl was obviously an actor, playing her part to brainwash Ayla.

The men fucked the girls’ mouths for several minutes.

When they were done, they pulled them up, turned them around and bent them over the metal beds. Ayla did her best to keep her wrists and ankles together while being manhandled like a fuckdoll. She screwed up and parted her ankles for half a second when she hit the table tits-first, but the men didn’t seem to notice it.

The girls were immediately penetrated in the pussy and a rough violation started. Only then Ayla noticed that the third man was actually Dr. Grant. He was leaning against the wall with his arms crossed, quietly admiring his handywork. Ayla didn’t want to make eye contact with the creepy guy, but the man who was fucking her from behind kept pulling her hair back violently, leaving her eye to eye with the surgeon.

Judging by the sounds she made, twenty-three was having the time of her life. Screams of pleasure, breathy moans and intermittent begging for harder and deeper penetration echoed in the room.

After a few minutes, Grant looked at his watch and smiled. “That’s my girl,” he said and patted Ayla on the head. Then it hit her… It was her. The screams of pleasure. The loud moans. Even the begging. She didn’t understand how it happened, and when it happened, but she was enjoying the rape immensely. It was an intense pleasure… Relief. It felt natural and warm.
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men continued to fuck the girls to delirious heights and both were rewarded with mind-breaking orgasms. When her rapist finally pulled out of her and left her panting on the bed, she didn’t feel pain or shame. She was was filled with satisfaction and gratitude… And cum, as usual.

“We have to keep the standard violation regime for a few more days and observe how she reacts, but I can tell the operation was a success, doc,” said the man who had given Ayla the best orgasm she ever had in her life. “I could feel it on my cock.”

“Unfortunately I cannot put that in the final report, Dr Horring,” laughed Grant. “But I agree. The operation was a success. I’ll inform this… what was his name? You know, that robotic scarecrow?”

“Viltis?”

“That’s the one. And we are not following the usual violation procedure with her. The guy wants to move her to a secure place for some reason. As soon as possible, he said.”

“Move her? What about the trial-cunts?”

Grant walked up to twenty-three and caressed her cheek gently. The girl beamed with gratitude. “The trials? I don’t know. We don’t have the budget to maintain them. I think I’ll take one of them home, for my own use. Nine, perhaps. She was the first one to survive the procedure, so she has sentimental value.”

“The others?”

“Whatever. You guys want one each?”

“I’ll take one,” twenty-three’s rapist said. “Dibs on eighteen!”

“Goddamit Bobby,” the other groaned. “Fine, I’ll take eleven then.”

“There you go. It’s decided. The rest, dispose of them properly this time, will you?”
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“You surprised me, Doctor Grant,” said Viltis in monotone, showing no signs of said feeling. “I expected you to complain and protest. I’m here to take away your greatest accomplishment.”

“I’m sure Dr Akuma protested long and hard for the both of us. I know the futility of fighting Pussianan bureaucracy, especially the BFA.” He paused and looked at the naked woman kneeling by his side. “My greatest accomplishment, you said? Actually, my greatest accomplishment is locked in a cell downstairs. Technically our sweet girl here is just a successful repeat of the original experiment.” He gently stroke Ayla’s hair, which made the young woman flinch.

“Yes, I understand you had multiple trial-runs before you altered our valued asset. Twenty-three, if I remember correctly?”

“Eight survived. Now you are shutting us down, we are going to terminate them too, unfortunately.”

“Not necessary,” interrupted Viltis. “You’ll keep them under observation. Now that our asset is implanted, we want to be prepared for long-term effects. Don’t worry, I’ll make sure you have your funding to develop the next-gen device.”

“You’ll keep us funded? Akuma didn’t inform me about that.”

“I didn’t tell him,” grinned Viltis. “I enjoy watching his face turn bright red with impotent rage. You can let him know after a few days.”

Grant laughed and grabbed Ayla by the hair. He pulled up to force her rise on her knees. “Would you like to give her a try?” He pointed at Minerva, who had been sitting by Viltis quietly. “I see you brought your own sexretary. A quick swap, perhaps?”

“Ms McKluge isn’t for raping,” said Viltis coldly. “She is my analyst.”

The way he shot the doctor down filled Minerva with a warm fuzzy feeling. A chivalric moment? Almost like out of a romance novel.

She was, of course, ready and willing to serve Viltis in any way possible. She’d drop down on her knees right there and then if he wanted to use her mouth. She’d even suck the surgeon’s cock gladly to please Viltis.

Working hard to suppress a stupid smile, she looked at Ayla, the woman who had launched a thousand ships. She was certainly an exceptional specimen, a perfect mixture of graceful strength and inviting vulnerability. Definitely one of the most beautiful things she had ever seen in her life.

The dancer had a seductive sadness in her pretty eyes, respectfully lowered at the moment, but definitely capable of telling a long tale with a momentary look, or melting a cold heart with a single tear.

Minerva was fascinated. A tiny object placed in the folds of her brain, capable of flooding her with hormones at will, changing her body chemistry, altering her likes, dislikes, and ultimately thought processes? The horror! It was the most terrifying thing Minerva could think of. No free will. No rational thought. How could one trust her feelings and urges with something like that buried deep in her head?

“How does the device work, Dr Grant?” she asked with the courage Viltis gave her a moment ago. “Do you have an external control device to condition her, or is it fully automated?”

“Both possible,” Grant replied with one eyebrow raised. Minerva could easily see that the man had no respect for her. His job was literally playing with women’s brains, altering them the way he liked, and sending them down to the furnace when he’ was done with them. A surgeon with a god complex was a common thing, but Grant would definitely be an extreme case. “We developed a basic model that regularly induces and reinforces sexual urges, an overall need to please, to be respectful and show humility. You know, all the qualities a woman should have. Once we implant it, it slowly but surely pushes the female towards her ideal form. No external intervention required.”

“How long does it take, on average? How does it progress? What are the observable symptoms, and…”

“The terminology you are using is interesting, young lady,” interrupted Grant sternly. “Progression, symptoms… You see this as a disease. No, it isn’t a malaise, it is a cure. It cures the long lasting effects of malicious social conditioning our glorious revolution meant to eradicate, the scummy residue of defiance some females somehow retained until this day. It restores their nature. It returns women to their factory settings.”

“I meant no disrespect, Sir,” Minerva retreated. “I’m regretfully not familiar enough with medical terminology to adequately converse with an accomplished expert such as yourself.”

“I guess you wouldn’t be.” Grant leaned back and put his hand on Ayla’s head, as if she was his pet. “The answer to your question is a little over two-months. That’s the amount of time required to turn a tiger into a fluffy kitty. The change is gradual, barely noticeable. Of course, this is under perfect laboratory conditions. We rape our girls regularly here. With an unbanded female such as yourself, the process would take significantly longer.”

“What about the other way, Sir? This young woman was implanted with the active training chip, if I understand correctly.”

“Yes. She and the other seven can be trained to ‘like’ or ‘dislike’ anything. How quickly? That depends on the trainer’s preference.”

“Likes? Is it not behavioral training?” asked Viltis.

“What is behavioral training if not an efficient management of the subject’s preferences? For example, I can make her love the taste of cardboard or hate the sound of a violin. I can make her crave the taste of cum, or make sure that she feels sad if she doesn’t kiss my feet every 5 minutes. The implant gives me the ability to create urges, cravings, compulsions and passions deep inside her core. Once they are created, behavior follows naturally.”

“Very impressive, Sir,” commented Minerva. She was fascinated and horrified at the same time. It was a just an algorithm, not too different from hers, only with chemicals. “And you… successfully managed to realize these goals?”

“We managed to do that with the other subjects, yes,” replied the man. “Goldenwhore was implanted only yesterday, and you are taking her away already. So, I’ll leave her in your masters’ capable hands. I’m sure the good men at the BFA have something specific in mind for her.”

“Yes we do,” smiled Viltis. “Perhaps you could give us a quick demonstration.”

“Very well. Let’s begin with something humiliating, shall we?” He turned to Ayla and pointed to his feet. “Goldenwhore, kiss my shoes! Lick them clean!”

Ayla looked at the man for a second with sad puppy eyes, and bowed down to land a peck on each shoe. Then she started to clean them with her tongue.

“That’s a good girl,” the doctor said and picked up a tablet from the desk next to him. “This is, of course, not really impressive. Any woman who was raped and beaten regularly like this little whore would eventually learn to obey commands without hesitation. But now, while she is performing the task she finds humiliating and disgusting, I’ll launch the ‘positive’ reinforcement program. Her system will be flooded with the exact mixture of hormones that will make her happy, satisfied, fulfilled.” He pressed a button and grinned. “Et voila! Repeat this regularly, several times a day, and licking shoes will become her life’s purpose in no time.”
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Minerva looked at the girl’s face intently, trying to see some kind of change in her expression. She didn’t notice any.

“As I said earlier, young lady,” squinted Grant, “gradual and barely noticeable.”

Minerva turned to the man and forced a smile.

“Of course, Dr Akuma’s team had been working on this little kitten since the Slave Fair. She had the basic chip, and she was conditioned by traditional brain-washing techniques on top of that. She’s become a very good whore very quickly. Isn’t that right, sweetheart?”

“Yes Sir, Dr Grant, sir,” Ayla responded and continued to lick his shoes dutifully. This time Minerva almost heard a tinge of enthusiasm in the slavegirl’s voice.

“Good girl,” he said and kicked the girl away. “Now let’s do something sexual, eh? Why don’t you crawl to our esteemed guest and beg to suck his cock, sweetheart?”

“Yes Master,” said the girl and turned around to face Viltis. She assumed a perfect begging stance and lowered her eyes. “Would you please let this cunt serve your cock, Sir?”

“No,” replied the agent with a smile. “I have absolutely no desire to fuck you, slave.”

Ayla froze on her knees, not knowing what to do. She remembered this stone-faced man visiting her before. She wasn’t sure if he had raped her or not during his visits.

“You’ll serve Ms McKluge instead. Go ahead and beg her.”

Minerva almost jumped from her chair. “Me? But I…”

“Open your legs and lean back, Minerva,” smiled Viltis. “That’s an order.”

“Yes Sir, Agent Viltis Sir,” Minerva replied as she always did. She was nervous, but the prospect of getting eaten by such a beautiful woman excited her immensely.

She could see the disappointment on Dr Grant’s face. The man certainly didn’t like the idea of pleasuring a woman, albeit indirectly. Did Viltis trap him for her? To punish the asshole surgeon for the way he talked to her and gift her sexual pleasure in the process? Two birds one stone? No, it couldn’t be. It was the monogamous agent’s usual modus operandi… Wasn’t it?

It didn’t matter for the naked woman on her knees. She wanted this to be over as a soon as possible. She didn’t like uncertainty, indecision. She didn’t like to be idle or unused. Or did she? How could she be sure now that she had a mood regulator in her head?

“Would you please let this cunt lick your pussy, ma’am?” she asked respectfully.

“Y-yes,” stammered Minerva. She quickly looked at Viltis as she awkwardly opened her legs and pulled her skirt up. Her heart was beating like a drum.

Ayla didn’t hesitate. She crawled in position and dove face first into Minerva’s excited crotch. This wasn’t the first pussy she ever licked in her life. All women, even in the free world, tried it more than once or twice, of course. It was simply a mathematical necessity. The world was full of women, and there wasn’t enough cocks to suck. At least that was what she had thought before she was kidnapped and brought to this “land of incessant gangrapes”.

She didn’t notice Grant activating her “bliss response” with her face buried between the analyst woman’s long legs. Her juices tasted sweeter with every flick of her tongue, and her fragrance became more and more intoxicating. Minerva’s whimpers and moans were getting louder as she licked her slit with increasing enthusiasm and fervor. In a couple minutes, she entirely forgot where she was. She was happy to be there, stuck between this beautiful woman’s shapely thighs. It was like a safe haven, cozy and welcoming. She liked the way her pussy reacted to the touch of her lips. She loved the way the other trembled and melted every time she stuck her tongue deep in her hole. What a wonderful way to spend the evening… No, all day. She could stay there the entire day and pleasure this woman. It was great.

Soon her quivering victim lost control of her body and began to shake violently. Ayla picked up the pace to push her over the edge, into a mind-breaking climax. As the woman’s vagina exploded onto her face, strong waves of elation and happiness hit Ayla too. Once the deed was done and Minerva collapsed back onto her chair, she felt satisfied and relaxed. This was one of the best sensations she had ever felt.
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“There you go,” said Grant and handed the tablet to Viltis. “Her little brain is soaked in endorphins, dopamine and oxytocin right now. Do this frequently enough, and she’ll fell in love with your sexretary’s penis-slot in a few days.”

“Analyst,” the agent corrected once again. “Maybe I’ll do that, doctor. I’ll use your device to train Goldenwhore, and I’ll use Goldenwhore to train Ms McKluge.”
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“This is the fake registry record they created for the woman. A Marisa Wolfson, married, CMR-ed by husband Alexander Wolfson. All her details are fake, of course. They just picked random corpometrics from our Registry databases and created a fake file. They sculpted a “manyface” that kinda looks like her and hundreds of other women. It’s a very good job. Perhaps even better than the forgeries we discovered with the Prancer cas-“

“Good job, Agent Hoshiyaar,” interrupted Viltis. “Let’s not bore our team members with the details of our old cases.”

Hoshiyaar pushed his thick framed glasses back in place with an embarrassed expression. “Yes Sir, of course.”

“This ‘manyface’ thing you’re talking about,” Anders started, “is that what it sounds like? A composite image? Not her real photo?”

“No-Yes, that’s right,” stammered the tech agent. “I know what you’re thinking. They probably created a few more fake IDs for her, just in case. They must have created separate composites, not similar to this one, but as convincing. I took the liberty of running a search before coming here so we could have a list of suspects. Unfortunately, there are 284581 entries on that list.”

“Don’t we have paper copies of this stuff?” pressed Anders. “To verify and find out this kind of fakes?”

“Not since we went fully digital 12 years ago,” replied Hoshiyaar before the other could finish his question. “Unfortunately this leaves our databases vulnerable to high-level attacks such as this.”

“Yeah, but it creates employment opportunities for you lot, eh?” Anders squinted at Hoshiyaar and Minerva, in a comically theatrical way.

“Not every agent cruises around in a personal blowjob cabin and relaxes with a cold beverage while his A-S chases scared bunnies, Agent Anders,” said Viltis. “Someone has to stay behind and do the real work that keeps the system running.”

Anders grudgingly swallowed a vicious comeback. He had hated Viltis even before meeting him. His dislike had grown manifold since. But he knew that he was outnumbered in this task force as the only uniformed agent, and he didn’t want to be kicked out before he had a chance to grab Cumgulper by the throat.

Once again, Minerva felt like Viltis was protecting her… or perhaps his older colleague, against this meathead. She felt a familiar tingle between her legs. But this sudden surge of machismo made her uneasy too. When tensions rose between men, more often than not, it was released in the form of violence against the women present. She felt safe with Viltis, but her life-long conditioning forced her to try and defuse the situation as quickly as possible anyway.

“Master-Agent Anders raises a good point,” she said. “There may be no paper copies to verify the veracity of the records, but there are other databases, digital and physical. For example, the medical network would have records of post-rape rehab for almost all women. I wonder if the Ottohuns thought of creating parallel forgeries there.”

“Yes,” exclaimed Hoshiyaar. “That’s a genius idea, Agent McKluge. The security of the medical network was increased recently after a case exposed its weaknesses. Fake identities created after that date would have no records of treatment. This will narrow the list down to a few thousand suspects, perhaps.”

“They can hack the Registry but not the medical network?” snickered Anders. “Sounds like ironclad logic to me.”

“They can hack it, if they try hard enough,” said Hoshiyaar. “But with the med-net, we have paperwork to verify the records.”

Anders made a face. “Well, I’m glad my job is driving a blowjob cabin around. I certainly wouldn’t enjoy going through medical records.” He immediately regretted his words when he saw a grin appear at the corner of Viltis’ irritatingly thin lips.

“You hop in that flying coffin and head to the Ministry of Health, Anders. Enlist the help of several uniformed officers and eyes if necessary.”

Anders swore under his breath and left the room.

“Do you need anything else from me?” asked Hoshiyaar after a few seconds.

“The photos of these spies,” Viltis replied. “Do we have them or not?”

“Not… They somehow managed to evade all cameras in their path. As you know, Bitcham is basically a no-camera zone because of all the… higher ups living there. We have a few blurry images from the Heimdaller camera at the FTZ, nothing more. Whenever they interacted with people, they used corpometry-disrupting disguises.”

“They are good,” Viltis said. “They travelled from the coast to Bitcham, and who-knows-where after that, without being caught in our camera networks? They have a wanted criminal with them too.”

“We should set up roadblocks and checkpoints around Bitcham,” suggested the tech with little self-confidence in his voice.

“They won’t move anywhere for a while,” dismissed the Agent. “They learned a lot about us, about what we know, what we do, but they still don’t know the location of the target. We moved her immediately, and they must have expected that.” He paused. “ What would I do if I were them?”

“You’d stay put and wait for the enemy to make a mistake. They expected us to act in panic or rage. That’s why they chose Nagel, the head of the SEFR, and that’s why they did all that to him, cut his… you know… and stole his personal slaves… Everything they did was to humiliate us. In order to make us overreact.” Minerva barely suppressed a smile when she was talking about what had happened to Nagel. Their beloved chief was still in the ICU, in serious condition. She’d pray for his death if she had a single religious bone in her body.

“Then let’s overreact!” exclaimed Viltis. “They overreacted themselves, sent a team because they were humiliated. We kidnapped their celebrity dancer, whip-stripped her on stage at a widely-televised event, had her gangraped by the audience all day, then set up a website that broadcasted her violations 24-7. Their feelings were hurt. Let’s hurt them more.”
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“Are you suggesting a honey trap, Master-Agent?”

“A big one. With enough honey to catch a bunch of wasps. Another big event, perhaps? Is there a slave fair approaching?”

“There are a few regional fairs, but nothing as big as the Maidenf-”

“The Harvest Festival!” Hoshiyaar exclaimed. “They will have female-auctions and mass-rape events all around the cow-country, but the one at Randyville is quite big. I’m taking my father there next week. He needs a new maid-slave and-”

“That’s good,” interrupted Viltis with an unusually big grin. “Let’s give those hay-munching hicks a good boost. State funds to enhance the festivities. International TV coverage. A big promotional campaign to match. And let’s give the world a spectacular crescendo with a celebrity dancer from a pre-slavery country, begging to be gangraped in front of the cameras.”

He turned to Minerva and smiled, human-like. “We need eyes on this. Especially from the pre-slavery countries. And I know exactly what we need” He leaned over his desk and pressed the button on the communicator. “Gloria, call that balding toad from the Ministry of Propaganda. What was his name? Holm. Garrison Holm. Tell him I need a small favor.”



latter, in a room of the Maidenfair Callipygean

Holm smiled and leaned back in his armchair. He raised his finger like an orchestra conductor and opened his mouth, ready to give the command.

“Wait! Please!”

Melody dropped down to her knees and looked into the director’s eyes pleadingly.

“Please, sir. I’ll do anything you want. Please… Just tell me what to do.”

The director’s stone face gave way to a grin. “Come here,” he commanded after letting her tremble for a few more seconds.

The naked sexretary swiftly crawled towards her boss with tears in her eyes and knelt between his legs. Holm gestured to the other men in the room to leave, which they quickly did as Melody started to unzip Holm’s pants.

“When was the last time you sucked my cock, Svinina?”

“The day you assigned me to the Jasiri case, Sir,” she answered and took his semi-erect organ out of his pants.

“You are very good at it. I usually fuck Helen’s stupid face in your absence. She has a decent facehole, but I prefer yours, certainly.”
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“Thank you, Sir,” replied Melody with a forced smile. Her expression wasn’t as convincing as usual. Perhaps because of the terror she had experienced only a couple of minutes ago… She held his cock in her left hand and started to lick the shaft from base to tip, the way he liked.

“Of course, you’d be good at it. You were raised in a farm in the north.”

“Yes Sir, Old Hickory, near Randyville.” She moved down and shifted her focus on his balls. It was obvious that he had questions for her, and she was experienced enough to delay throating until he was done asking them.

“Yes, The Svinin Ranch. A mid-size, 4-barn farm, 11 mother-hens, 45 soon-to-be-fucktoys.”

“Yes Sir,” she replied and continued to lick. She was getting nervous about all that talk about her past. The man had little reason to know all that about a simple sexretary like her. She was nothing but a warm mouth to fuck.

“How did they let you go?” Holm asked and slapped her big tits. “Why are you licking my balls at the capital and not being milked like your sisters somewhere in a barn?”

“I’m not a cow, Sir,” she said almost proudly. “My mother… she’s my father’s actual wife. She isn’t a breeder.” She went back to licking his shaft.

“A love child? How quaint,” said Holm. “But you were trained in the oral arts nevertheless”

“Yes, of course. My father is a responsible man. He wanted her daughter to have all the necessary life skills… I know how to serve men well.”

“That you do,” said Holm and grabbed her hair tightly before shoving his cock in her mouth. Melody flinched but started to suck dutifully.

“I know you are conflicted about these two foreigners. They treat you like a human, don’t they? But we both know that you’re not one, Svinina. You are a woman. A cock pleaser. A set of warm holes. A juicy piece of meat for men to tenderize, chew on, and spit out.”

“Yes Sir,” she moaned on his cock. Her eyes were tearing up again.

“The mofos in the BFA High Council have their own plans for the foreigners. Believe me, they are doomed. You don’t want to go down with them, do you?”

She shook her head with his cock shoved deep inside her throat.

“Very well. Earlier at my office, they talked about visiting the Rape festival during the Harvest. My previous orders were to restrict their access, but now, someone wants them to go there and film everything. They actually want them to make a fuss, complain, bring international attention to the event. Not sure why.”

He put both hands on Melody’s head and grabbed two fistfuls of her hair. Then, using them as handles, he started to skullfuck the young woman violently. Initially caught off-guard by his attack, Melody swiftly adapted and relaxed her jaw, letting him full access to her tertiary orifice. She had extensive experience in serving ministry personnel, and men in general. And of course, she was well-instructed by all the mother-hens at the farm.

Holm’s violation of her mouth got harder and faster for a few more seconds and finally slowed down once he started to unload his man-juice into her obedient mouth. Melody wrapped her full lips around his shaft to keep the warm liquid in. As soon as he finished, she looked up with pleading eyes for his command. It came in the form of a slight nod, and she swallowed her salty reward in two big gulps, without breaking the lip seal around his meat.

He pulled out without saying a word and slapped her twice on both cheeks as usual. She respectfully sat back on her heels and thanked for the facerape and slaps separately.

“You may put on your clothes now,” said Holm after tucking his cock back in his pants. “You’ll go back to your room and wait for further instructions. Do whatever they say for the next few days. You’ll report everything back. Every little detail, are we clear?”

“Yes Sir,” she replied with a barely audible voice.

“You’ll accompany them to the north in a few days. You’ll take them to your family ranch, perhaps. Show them how your half-sisters prepare for their auction. Show them every little dirty detail, the abuse, the injustice, eh? Make them angry. Especially that Jasiri woman… She is prone to lose her temper anyway. Can you do that, Svinina?”
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“I know this is last minute, but our herd is small enough for you to easily squeeze in anywhere, Mr Taureau”, the man said. “Even a nook with the least traffic would do.”

Maurice Taureau threw a long look at the five completely naked women on their hands and knees. Four redheads and a brunette, properly collared and tailplugged, all wearing old-fashioned pig-tailed cowgirl masks that covered their faces except for their tertiary fuckholes looked back at him with their sad puppy eyes.

“Alright,” he shrugged. “As long as you are fine with it… I guess I can move some haybales and create a raping-stall for your stock. They won’t get much action though.”

“That’s fine,” the man with the dark mustache said.

“The rent is still the same though, you understand that?”

“Of course, sir. Shall we?”

Taureau took another look at the girls and turned around to lead the way. The group followed. “You aren’t from around here, are you?” the sour-faced rancher asked. “We have a lot of out-of-towners this year.”

“No Sir,” the man replied as he adjusted his glasses. “It’s our first time visiting, actually. My buddy and I are accountants from Randyville. We never raised any fuck-cattle before. Never traded women, actually.”

“It shows,” the other man said. “You’re slouching too much, my boy. Try standing up straight will you?”

“Yeah, years of desk work does this to you, you know?” said the man and straightened up a bit. “I hope this vacation will improve my posture.” He pushed his glasses back again and smiled.

“Right. So, who are these lovelies, then? Former co-workers?”

“This one is my ex wife,” the guy responded, pointing to the middle-aged redhead crawling at the rear. And that slender one next to her is my pal’s ex-girlfriend. Almost-fiancee I should say. The other three, we wrangled last week, bought from co-workers at the office.”

“Ah! amateur slutherders, eh? I’ve seen a lot of city-slickers like you recently. Most are here to see some kind of special show. Apparently there will be a public rapexecution this year. A foreign celebrity whore, I think. Are you here for that too?”

“No sir,” the man replied. “I wasn’t aware of such a show. A foreign celebrity you say?”

“Yeah,” exhaled the man and spat on the ground with disgust. “What a travesty! Snuffing a bitch in our Harvest Festival? This is supposed to be a celebration of female lives dedicated to male needs. And these fucking assholes wanna do the exact opposite. On TV too. It will bring all the despicable assholes to our decent little cowgirl-raising region, I tells ya!”

“I see. You don’t need to worry about us, Sir. We won’t be going anywhere near that thing. We are here just to rent out our property until the auction day, sell them, and perhaps buy a couple of better ones if we make enough money.”

“Good man,” said Taureau and stopped in front of an empty stall. “You know what? Fuck that storage area. I’ll give you nice boys this one right here. I was saving it for emergencies. It has only three rapestalls, but you should do a rotation anyway. It will be a long week. Better to let two rest while the other three take cocks.”

“Three will do, certainly,” smiled the man. “May I offer you a blowjob from one of the girls as a thank you? I guess we have some time before the tasting starts?”

Taureau turned to the women and looked at each one for a few second. “Sure, why not. I’m partial to strawberry redheads myself. How about this one?”

The man grabbed the young girl Taureau had been ogling from the moment they met and handed her to the rugged-faced rancher. “This is Heiferette. Bought her for a good price from her step-dad.”

Taureau grinned and dragged the girl to a wooden chair behind the stalls. “I like these old-school masks,” he said as he sat down. “Love the pigtails. They are the best facefuck handles.” The girl obediently took her place between his legs and started to unbuckle his belt. After a few seconds, his semi-flaccid dick was throbbing in her skilled mouth.
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“She’s young, but has experience,” the man said as he leaned back to let her serve freely. “She was trained before you bought her, I guess.”

“Yes, Sir. Her step-father was a rather nasty fat fuck. I guess he disciplined her regularly.”

“Shows,” the rancher agreed. “Looks scared. Beaten excessively, I reckon. It’s a shame. But you know, some of these calves, that’s the only way they learn.” He turned to the two city-slickers after admiring the girl’s mouthwork for a few seconds. “Don’t you stand there like scarecrows, guys. Go ahead, pull a chair each, grab a couple of those heifers and join me, will you? Let’s have a nice blowie-chat. I have some time to kill until tasting launch.”

“Yes Sir,” the man said and turned to the remaining cows of his herd, snatched the brunette by the hair and dragged her to the chair next to the rancher’s. His stockier partner chose the tallest redhead and followed him. They took out their cocks and shoved in the mouths of their respective cows.

“Your do all the talking.” Taureau pointed at the other man. “Your friend is a deaf-mute or somethin’?”

“I’m not,” the other man replied with a deep raspy tone. “I don’t like to talk much. My voice, it scares the women.”

“That’s a good thing,” laughed the balding rancher. “Fear makes them better.” The other two snickered back and all relaxed further as the three young women continued to work on their now fully-erect manhoods.

“This foreign girl you mentioned,” the accountant started after a few moments, “is she the reason why we couldn’t find a decent hotel room around here? They are all booked out, it seems.”

“Probably,” said the man obliviously. Heiferette was doing a great job on his big fat member, bobbing her head up and down gracefully, making the tiniest sexy noises as she moved. She was well-trained and skilled, and much more elegant-looking than the farm-raised fuckcalves he was used to shove his dick in. She was a city girl after all. These sluts were raised in velvet boxes and never worked a day in their lives, until the day they were enslaved and turned into cum-receptacles.

“So, you guys don’t have a place to stay?”

“No Sir,” the man replied. “We were hoping that you’d let us sleep here, perhaps? We can throw our sleeping bags back there and-”

“Poppycock!” the other interrupted. “I have more than enough guest rooms in my house. After you’re done here, you’re coming with me.”

“That’s very generous of you, Mr Taureau,” said the man with a smile. “You’re a life saver. We’ll pay you for the lodgings of course.”

“Don’t worry about that,” waved the rancher. “To answer your earlier question, yes, it seems the hotels are full because of that fucking morbid spectacle. Normally, I wouldn’t mind more customers. It’s good for the farmers. More bidders mean higher prices and less spinsters. I’m sure most daughters will be heading to nice new homes at the end of the week. But this thing… it will sully the good name of the Rape Festival. So, what, do we have to snuff a big name whore every year as the main event? I hope this wont become a regular thing.”

“How many of your daughters will you put on the auction block?” asked the shorter man, without diverting his eyes from the tall redhead serving his member.

“None. Not this year. My herd is still maturing, you see. I entered this cowgirl business much later than my neighbors.”

“Ah? I assumed you’d have at least ten or more. You run the rapegrounds for the festival, aren’t you?”

“I’m just the landlord,” said the man with a sour face. “This used to be a vineyard fifteen years ago. Harvesttime was an entirely different thing back then. It used to be called the ‘Grape Fest.’ A few years after the revolution some overzealous upstarts dropped the G and launched an alternative festival. It grew so fast and overtook the original event before we knew it.”

He examined his guests’ faces for a moment. They looked interested in the story enough, so he continued. He liked to talk about the good old days. “You know, even before the Law, men around these parts had several wives and scores of daughters. It’s our god-given right and duty, and an economic necessity too. Women worked the wineries, you see? After the institution of slavery, things changed pretty quickly. The vineyards were replaced with girlbarns one after another. In the beginning, I refused to do it, you know. For a looong while. But it’s impossible to resist such a quick and radical change. Eventually I had to transition too. See those five barns over there? They house my six mother hens and thirty-four daughters. Eight of them will be old enough to sell next year. This area, I rent out to the festival. They’ll trash the place throughout the week and regular drunken fights will keep us up at night, but it’s good money.”

The guests nodded. Taureau paused for a moment to empty the contents of his balls into the talented heifer’s mouth. She respectfully sat back up and swallowed the cum she received.

“Would you like to try her sister next?” asked the accountant and pointed to the other young redhead waiting by his side. We call this one Heiferella.”

“Sisters, eh? Heiferette and Heiferella! A bit on the nose, don’t you think? Yeah, gotta have the complete set, I guess,” snickered the rancher and pulled his cock back, exposing his saggy testicles. Heiferella obediently replaced her older sister between his legs and started to lick the man’s balls without wasting any time.

“Such good girls, both of them,” he said, delighted by the magical flicks of her tongue. “Trained by the same tough master, I‘m sure?” The other nodded.

“You’re an experienced rancher,” the man restarted after a brief pause. “Can you tell us what to expect at the auction? What would be a good price for our cows, for example?”

“Can’t say before tasting them all,” the guy said, “but these two girls will probably go for two-to- three grand each. You might think that selling sisters as a set is a good idea. That may work in a city, perhaps. But out here, I wouldn’t recommend it. You see, almost all the merchandize here are sisters anyway. That’s nothing special in the north. Sell them separately, you’ll get more money that way.”

“That’s good advice,” said the shorter man.

“Yeah, and the older one, your ex-wife, was she?” The accountant nodded and patted the middle-aged cow on the head, almost too gently. “Hard to sell that one. You’ll get a couple hundred at most. But don’t worry. Big dairy corporations in the area buy the spinsters in bulk after the festival. They bovinize them and stick them in one of those milking coffins.”

“Coffins? Sounds terrible,” said the man. The brunette sucking his cock at a slow pace seemed to get nervous for a brief moment too.

“I call them coffins, but the technical term is milking pod or some shit. Indeed, it’s terrible. They drug the women out of their minds, constantly inject them with all kinds of hormones and stuff, and milk them for years, until their yield drops below some fucking profit number. I wouldn’t sell any of my daughters to those bastards, personally.”

“Sounds bad, but at least they are not going to be snuffed like this foreign woman you mentioned.” the other guy chimed in. “This one must be a nasty criminal or something. Only the state can do public rapexecutions.”

The rancher nodded. He was ejaculating again. Heiferella, like her sister before her, sat up and swallowed, then went back down to lick his cock clean.

“Strange” the other guest said. “I didn’t see a lot of state presence. They’ll probably bring her on the day, eh?”

“Perhaps,” said the rancher. “The festival organizer told me that they’ll arrive the night before. But if you ask me, they’re already here.”

“You think so?” the other man asked, with a slight air of indifference. He grabbed the brunette by her pigtails and forced her to pick up the pace. He seemed close to an orgasm.
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“Yes,” continued the rancher, immensely enjoying young Heiferella’s post ejaculation tongue-work. “They’re pretty secretive about their operation, those fucking g-men. But I grew up in this area, you know. I know every nook and cranny, inside and out, and I know exactly where they must be keeping the poor bitch.” He stopped, slapped the girl away, and brought his finger to his lips. “Between you and me, of course,” he said in a hushed voice.

“Of course, mum’s the word,” said Tamer and turned to his friend. “We don’t want to get in any trouble with the g-men, do we?”

“No,” replied Ktinodis, patting Lidia on the head as she swallowed his load. “We just hope to have a good time and go home with a few good women.”
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“What do you think?”

“I think you look ridiculous with that mustache. Raven black? Seriously? I liked you better as a ginger.”

“Be serious, Miss Gulfer,” said Tamer, without looking at the ex-slavecop. “Can you tell if this is a SEFR hideout or not?”

Lidia took the binoculars from the man and scanned the house in the distance. It was a smallish two-story building nested in a wooded alcove. Three men were lounging on the front yard. Two of them had women serving their cocks. Another one was taking a stroll around the property. It looked like a casual gathering of friends.

“I think… It’s possible. They carry themselves like military. They could be Section-Eighters.”

“Are you sure?”

“Of course not. I’m just a glorified hunting dog. How many times do I have to remind you?”

“I’ve seen enough to dismiss that statement as defensive modesty, Miss Gulfer. Like many of your sisters, you probably developed a habit of holding back and underplaying your abilities in order not to draw the attention of the males around you. No, you’re very knowledgeable, resourceful and smart.”

“Wow! Thanks for that,” said Lidia with a smile. “You’re strange man, Commander. I mean, both of you guys are, but… Anyway. You’re a straight shooter, and I know you really mean it when you say such things.” She paused and turned her attention back to the building. “As I said, I’m not sure if the men are from Section Eight or not. But those girls are definitely state-owned and trained. Athletic, tall, dutiful… They are S-grades, no doubt about that. Slavecops or slave-ops.”

“That’s good,” said Tamer. “I’m glad I brought you along.”

Lidia handed the binoculars back to the man and turned around to rest her back on the tree trunk. He resumed watching the house.

“Why did you bring me along?” she asked after a few seconds.

“Isn’t it obvious? Your expertise is invaluable for this task.”

“No. That’s one of the reasons, and not a very important one. You could easily come to the same conclusion with or without my opinion. Why did you bring me along, really?”

“Why do you think?” he asked back.

“You don’t like the fact that I’m constantly fucking your comrades, perhaps? I’m distracting them, compromising the mission, etcetera. You don’t want to leave me alone with them. Too dangerous.”

“That’s indeed one of the reasons,” confirmed the man as he continued to surveil the men at the house.

“So, what, are we gonna hang out together from now on, you and I?”

“Why, don’t you enjoy my company, Miss Gulfer?”

She looked at him for a few seconds. “I do, actually. I like the way you talk to me. You are always polite, respectful and honest.” She paused for a moment and put her hand on his thigh. “You are very sexy too. I’d love to suck your cock for hours and drive you insane. But unfortunately, I just know that you’d never agree to touch me that way. It’s against your code, right?”

“You are just not my type,” said Tamer with a forced smile at the corner of his lips.

“Redheads with big tits?”

“Double agents with questionable taste in men.”

“Shame,” chuckled the girl. “This is a very nice place to serve. The cool mountain breeze, warm northern sun, the sound of that creek… Getting raped here would be-”

“It is rather unsettling when you use that word casually, Miss Gulfer,” he interrupted. “Perhaps you could go with another, milder synonym in our conversations?”

“I doubt anything I say could unsettle you, Commander.” she said, and stared at him for a few seconds, thinking. “But I’d like to try anyway. I think it’s an interesting challenge.”

“A challenge?”

Lidia didn’t respond. She straightened up and sat on her heels, assuming a typical slave kneeling position, only slightly casual. “Now I’m unbuckling your belt and unzipping your pants.”

“Excuse me?” Tamer took his eyes off the target for the first time since the beginning of their conversation and looked at the ex-slavecop.

“In my mind,” chuckled Lidia. “I’ll serve you now. You cannot do anything about it if I imagine it, can you?”
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Tamer faked a smile again and turned his attention back to the house. “In that case, please keep it to yourself,” he said apathetically.

“No,” grinned Lidia. “I’m not taking orders from men any more, you see? I mean… I do, but I’m not obeying this one.” She relaxed her posture even further. “I kneel before you and pull your pants down enough to reveal your briefs. Then I roll your shirt up and start kissing your rock hard abs.”

“I’m surprised to see you play such a juvenile game, Miss Gulfer,” mumbled Tamer as he jotted down notes about the patterns guards seemed to follow. “Perhaps I was wrong about you. You may be an accomplished slavecop, but you’re still very young after all.”

“Every time you address me with my real name, you make me so wet,” she smiled and continued. When I’m done kissing, licking, and smelling your stomach, I slowly move my lips down to your crotch, catch your briefs with my teeth, and pull ‘em down. Your steely rod springs out and slaps me on the cheek. I let out a surprised shriek. Your thing… It looks wonderful. So big and mighty. It’s a true cunt-destroyer. A girl-killer.”

“I think there is a sniper on that hill over there,” Tamer said, apparently unaffected by Lidia’s attempts to break his composure. “Cannot see anything from this angle, but that’s where I’d place one if I were them.”

“From this angle,” continued the girl, “it looks so delicious. I rise on my knees to line my mouth with the monster. I smell it, inhale its essence, admire its beauty… It radiates strength. I can feel its destructive power. I can barely restrain myself. I want it to ruin my holes one by one.”

Tamer lowered the binoculars and finished his simple sketch of the surroundings. “Very vivid description. Your talents are wasted on police work. Perhaps you should seek a career in erotic literature when we return home?”

Lidia wasn’t discouraged at all by his adamant apathy. “I part my lips. Your glorious cock is my new god. I must serve it. I gather my courage and give its head a tiny little kiss. I shiver. My pussy swells and opens like a flower. It yearns for its new god’s touch. It needs to be penetrated, ripped apart, destroyed by it. But I have to earn that privilege. I must please it with my mouth first. Show my devotion. Worship it!”

Having run out of things to busy himself with, Tamer finally turned to the woman and looked into her eyes. “Are you done? Shall we head back now?”

“I give it a bigger kiss. I just cannot stop myself now. I deferentially put my full lips on it and launch forward like a thirsty animal. It enters my mouth, stretches my lips, presses down my tongue, fills my throat, chokes me… I don’t mind the danger of asphyxiation. I don’t need air to breathe, I need your cock to live. I wait until your dick stuffs me fully, then start to move my head back and forth. I want to give you pleasures you never had. I want to be useful. I want to serve and satisfy.”

Tamer exhaled in frustration and pursed his lips.

“But it isn’t enough. My entire body yearns for destruction. I eventually stop begging with my lips and tongue. I lie back, part my trembling legs wide and lift them up, present all three of my fuckholes for you to choose from.”

“I’m sure this could be very entertaining for someone who likes this sort of thing,” Tamer said impatiently. “Unfortunately, I’m not a person who-”

“Then you look down and see the face of the girl worshiping you for the first time. You recognize the brunette you brought here. She is looking back at you with those big blue eyes. You see the thirst in them. Her trembling, glistening lips part with desire, silently repeating a prayer, a plead… All she wants is you to take her like a wild animal, to feel your breath on her face, to embrace your benevolent manhood with her desire-crazed pussy. And you do, starting with her swollen babymaker. You enter her and start pounding and smashing it, until her moans of delight go supersonic. She comes and comes, then again and again when you fuck her tight ass next. You penetrate her mouth in the end, and fuck her throat like there is no tomorrow. You finally finish on her beautiful blushing face. You leave her on the ground, drained and panting, her womanhood smashed to pieces of bliss, her entire body covered in your sweat and semen, and her lips quivering with a satisfied smile.”
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Tamer held his breath for half a second and froze on the brink of some kind of human expression, but managed to gain control of his facial muscles just in time. “Well played, Miss Gulfer. I see you aren’t done playing matchmaker.” He grabbed his equipment and stuffed it into his backpack. “Come on then, let’s get out of here. You can walk until we reach the main road. You’ll don your mask and go down on all fours after that.”

“Yes Sir,” replied Lidia with a sarcastic salute. She wasn’t able to provoke an unusual expression on the Ottohun’s perfect mask, but she was proud of her little performance anyway. She could feel that it had had an impact on him, however small it might be. She stood up and followed the man.

“You really think that you can get out of this country unscathed and go home with your prized dancer?” she asked when she caught up with him. “You realize that this is most definitely a trap, right? Nagel recognized you and caught you. This means SEFR already had your descriptions or photos even before you rang his bell. They knew you were coming.”

“Nagel got lucky,” Tamer replied. “We must have messed up somewhere, and he picked up on it. Then he improvised, and very amateurishly, I should add. His ridiculous overconfidence was his undoing. It wasn’t an elaborate trap. Had it been a proper sting operation, we would have been executed already.” He paused for a moment. “But I agree with you. They probably have our description and or photos, and this is likely a trap. Perhaps the Heimdaller camera ID-ed us, but that’s not all. He knew exactly where we were from, and why we were here. They must have a mole in the FLF.”

“Hard to infiltrate the FLF,” objected Lidia. “I’d know. Freedom is a potent drug. You cannot possibly stay loyal to the rapists when you are out of their reach. Unless you are batshit insane, of course.”

“There are many ways to instill insanity and and stabilize it until a specific goal is achieved, Miss Gulfer,” said Tamer. “You can ask your gentle lover all about it when we return to the so-called cowrapegrounds.”

They walked for a few more seconds without talking. They were thinking about the same thing.

“It must be the man, right?” asked Lidia after a while.

“The man was summarily executed by the agents,” dismissed the commander. “Possible, but unlikely. My money is on the blonde girl. Something was off about her. Her behaviour was… inconsistent.”

“Persephone?” asked Lidia. She searched her memory to see what the man meant by “inconsistent.” She wanted to present a counter-argument, but no alternative explanations came to her mind.

“Don’t blame yourself, Miss Gulfer. You couldn’t possibly tell. You were too busy trying to hide the fact that you were an imposter yourself. You had done a good job too. I worked in counter-intelligence for years, and I was unable to spot you or the other girl. Only on hindsight, can I see the suspect behavior.”

Another spell of silent contemplation followed. Lidia was grateful for his reassuring words. She was a big liability and perhaps the most unpredictable element in the mix, but the commander was consistently treating her as a member of the team. Of course, she had no illusions about it. She knew that he didn’t really trust her fully, and she didn’t blame him for that. At least she was no longer “expendable” now that the Ottohun secret service deemed her a valuable asset.

“What’s the likelihood that your dancer is in that house, really?” she asked. “I mean, why would they really bring her here? The trap would work with or without her.”

“I say fifty-fifty,” said the commander. “I think your old masters finally started to take us more seriously after we took down their boss. Our desperate strategy to provoke them failed, I’m afraid. A much smarter man seems to be in charge of the manhunt now. Possibly an experienced officer from the corps and not a power-grabbing politician like that cocksure bastard you happily castrated. He is restrained and patient. There are no roadblocks, systematic checks, Cunthounds scanning the area. Instead of wasting his energy searching for us endlessly, he showed us the way into his obvious trap. He knows by now that we aren’t going back without that woman.”

“I understand all that, but you didn’t really answer my question,” said Lidia.

“I didn’t? I thought it was clear enough. His trap is obvious. It’s an open challenge. But this house, it’s inconspicuous and well hidden. That makes me think that it could be the real thing.”

“Maybe, but I wouldn’t bet my life on it.”

“I’m not a betting man myself. We’ll not gamble. Instead, we’ll smash the roulette table with a wrecking ball.”

“You’ll attack the house? No planning or sneaking?”

“Me? No, I’ll unleash the monster I brought along.” He turned to her and winked, like a normal human. “I understand my good friend Martin is a gentle and generous lover with you, Miss Gulfer, but believe me, he has other talents too.”
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“I just don’t understand why this one is special.” Master-Agent Johness gestured to A-S Chokesow to approach. The slavecop swiftly went down to her knees and opened her mouth. Johness put out his cigarette on her tongue and lit a new one. She flinched in pain but swallowed the butt without protest.
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“I work rapexecutions twice a week. I have done all kinds from high-level fluffers to hapless shoplifters. For the last four years and I have never seen such heavy security for a single cunt. And we’re stuck in this stupid hut in the middle of nowhere. Who the hell is this woman? What did she do?”

“I don’t know,” replied Hertz. “And I don’t care. I like it here. We don’t even have to wear uniforms. It’s like a vacation, you know.” He paused for a moment to ejaculate in Agent-slave Suckvixen’s skilled mouth. She swallowed his load and braced for the finishing slaps before going back to proper kneeling position. “And we get to see the Harvest Festival too. Have you even been here before?”

“Fucking cow-country? Hell no. I loathe everything north of Bitcham. Fucking hicks and their bovinized cunts!”

“That’s a stereotype,” dismissed Hertz. “Not all girls here are bovinized. Just the milkers.”

“Whatever. I think it’s a fucking waste.”

“Waste, eh? Think about that the next time you enjoy a grilled cheese sandwich. I’ve seen a documentary about it. Bovinization isn’t done just to render them content and docile, it also multiplies their milk yield. Without the procedure, the milk industry cannot turn a profit. Industry would collapse. There would be shortage on dairy products. That would lead to inflation, which would cause social unrest. It could even jeopardize the glorious revolution. People love their fucking cheese, brother.” He paused for dramatic effect and patted Suckvixen on the head. “You see, they bovinize the women… in order to turn men into sheep.”

“You fucking nerd,” laughed Agent Wake who returned from the kitchen with three beers. “I gotta hand it to you, you make all that bullshit sound almost convincing.” He tossed a bottle to each.

“Fuck you! Unlike you no-good meatheads, I occasionally read.”

“Read this,” said Wake, and handed him a tablet. “Our new orders from our new fearless leader Agent Viltis.”

Hertz picked up the device and scanned the text on the screen quickly. “This Viltis, looks like a robot, talks like a robot, and writes like a robot. Look at this flawless punctuation and phrasing.”

“Is that annoyance I hear in your voice? I thought you liked the asshole,” chuckled Johness and put out another cigarette on his loyal cunttracker’s ashen tongue. “He walked in, looked at you once, and made you team captain. It was like love at first sight.”

“Yes, I do like him,” said Hertz. “I prefer that humorless robot over the usual morons in charge. Don’t you?”

“Shut up and read the last paragraph,” said Wake.

Hertz returned his attention to the screen. His expression changed once he finished reading. “What the hell?”

“What? What’s going on?” asked Johness. He lit another cigarette.

“The robot wants us to make a short film, apparently. We are supposed to rape the prisoner in a specific way. Edit it and…”

“Check out the attachment,” snickered Wake. “He even sent a screenplay. There is a strict sequence of actions, things to say. It’s crazy.”

“Why the hell are we filming a gangrape session?” asked Johness. “I mean, there are multiple security cameras in the raperoom already. The HQ has continuous feed of her utilization, right?”

“This is for that foreign journalist woman,” said Hertz. “You know, the one they let film the Harvest preparations? We’ll make the prisoner say some specific things and leak the footage to the Saharans. Viltis must be playing some kind of game with them.”

“I don’t care,” said Wake and put his empty beer bottle on the table. “Come on. We are wasting precious rape time. Let’s go and start working on that little whore.”

“You guys go ahead,” said Hertz. I did her just an hour ago. You know, too much of a good thing… I think I’ll have a nap instead before we swap with those dickheads patrolling the perimeter.”

“Screw this nerd,” Johness snickered. “He just wants to watch his stupid documentaries.” He shoved Chokesow in his cuntlocker and followed Wake downstairs. Wake put his hand to the palm-reader on the left side of the security door and Johness did the retinal scan on the other.

“What are you guys doing here?” asked Agent Lowe, without stopping throating the young woman secured to the threeholing pillar. Her spread-eagled legs were shackled to the main pole, and her neck was secured on the horizontal bar, giving easy access to all of her fuckholes. He checked his watch. “I still have 23 minutes left.”

“Relax Gab,” waved Wake and handed him the tablet with Viltis’s message on the screen. “New orders. You can stay and help. She has three holes, doesn’t she?”

“Fuck you, bastards!” huffed Lowe. He pulled out of the woman’s mouth and landed a hard slap on her left cheek. She let out an exhausted groan. The men had been taking turns, but for her, it was one long incessant violation. “And fuck this Viltis for shoving thirteen agents in this house. I waited the entire day for some quality time with this tight piece of ass, and you imbeciles barge in with some insane shit before I could try her pussy.”

“You can take the pussy,” snickered Johness. “I’ll take the mouth.”

“Fine.” He walked around and shoved his cock in her primary without hesitation. “I suggest you slop your dick up in her mouth before using the holes on this end. We are out of lube.”

“Will do,” said Agent Wake and put his cock through the girl’s trembling lips. She had no energy left in her muscles, but did her best to suck his shaft anyway. “The poor thing,” said Wake mockingly. “Been two days since we started, right? Did she sleep at all?” He took his cock out of her mouth and penetrated her in the ass.

“Sleep? No, of course not. She passes out sometimes, but we wake her up. Condemned whores cannot sleep through their violations. No rest for the wicked.”

“Wicked?” repeated Johness as he placed his dick in her mouth, making the poor thing airtight. “Do we know what wicked thing she had done? I generally don’t give a shit, to be honest, but this whole thing is super weird.” He started to fuck her throat with a slow pace, fully enjoying her meek inaudible whimpers.

“You are right,” agreed Lowe. “Something’s fishy here. These other guys out there… I can swear that they are not SEFR. Never seen those fuckers in my sixteen years in the uniform.”

“What do you mean?” asked Wake. “I figured they were from the northern bureau. Local boys. Of course they are SEFR. Everyone is SEFR.”

“I mean proper SEFR,” clarified the other. “I think they are special agents working for the High Council, or Section Eight, or Slave-ops… Something like that.”

“Whatever. Enjoy yourselves for a few more days. Then we’ll bring this bitch on stage, have a nice variety show, and go home with nice bonuses.”

All agreed. They slapped their captive a few times to wake her up and continued to fuck her in all holes without mercy. She was nothing but fuckmeat anyway. Her brain was barely functioning. She was drugged of course. Before they started using her holes two days ago, they had injected her with a GPAX derivative that increased sensitivity in her erogenous zones. Sensitivity to pain, specifically. Then they went on fucking her 24/7, never letting her rest or sleep. She always had at least one dick in her. She had a throbbing headache. The latex hood she was wearing was too tight. The only opening on the hellish thing was over her mouth, and she had difficulty to breathe whenever she was facefucked mercilessly. She was hallucinating on and off because of sleep deprivation. Her body was numb all over. She still felt pain, but her brain was no longer responding it as it used to. She felt like she was having an out-of-body experience.
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The threeholing went on for a long while. She started hearing voices. Like small explosions… or banging? She heard the door opening. The earth shook, things kept banging and thumping. Was she hallucinating again?

Then, all of a sudden, complete silence. Had her brain finally given up? She realized that she had no cocks in her for the first time since she was brought here. Her guards were taking a break perhaps?

She felt a presence nearby. Words whispered in her ear. She didn’t understand. She could have brain damage, perhaps. More words. A strange cadence. Meaningless sounds.

It was a different language. An angel singing divine revelations into her ear? Or perhaps it was a demon from hell!

She felt hands on her neck, grabbing the hood and pulling it off. She felt air licking her cheeks again. Felt excited, electrified… but she was still too scared to open her eyes.

The angel… or the demon… spoke again. More meaningless words, but this time she could hear disappointment in his voice.

“Who are you?” the angel asked this time. Finally, she could understand him. Her brain was working? She felt a jolt of hope. “You don’t have to be afraid. They cannot hurt you any more. You can open your eyes.”

She took a deep breath. She trusted the voice. It wasn’t a demonic groan.

She opened her eyes. Bright light hurt at first, but the room started to take shape slowly. She saw a man right under her face. His pants around her knees. His head… looked weird. Turned… Broken? She moved her eyes around. She could see the mysterious angel’s feet but wasn’t able to look up. Two more men, lying on top of each other, their eyes open but lifeless. Behind them… a bloody hand… and an eye? It was grotesque. A nightmare? A hallucination?

“What’s your name?” the angel asked once again.

“I can’t…” She was confused. Couldn’t form thoughts. Something wrong with her brain. “My name…”

“Take your time. Are you alone here? Is there another prisoner. Another woman?”

“I don’t know,” she groaned. “Is this… Are you real?”

“Yes,” the voice replied. “Now, take a deep breath and think.”

“I…“Yes, I’m… My name is… Veronica.” She swallowed. “Are you here to take me to heaven or hell, angel?”
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“Dammit!”

Lidia looked at the commander in surprise. The man rarely showed emotion beyond pursing his lips in mild disappointment. But this time, he looked very upset.

“Did you manage to ID her?” he asked Katalin calmly.

“Just a convicted murderer. Stabbed a retired BFA officer. Have been waiting for her turn on the weekend RX show for the past two months.”

“A FLF member, perhaps? That would explain the extra protection,” said Hermes.

“I don’t think so,” rejected the brunette. “FLF member files require an extra level of clearance. She’s just… a girl with a knife.”

“The extra protection was not for her,” said Lidia. “It was for us. It was a trap. I told you so.”

“It wasn’t a trap,” dismissed Hermes. “At least not a very good one. I went in and got out without any problems. They weren’t ready for an attack. They didn’t have enough men for starters.”

“How many?”

“In total, 9 men and-” Hermes stopped and looked at the ex-slavecop. “None of your acquaintances from the Hive, Lidia. They were all Anthill. The two squads outside the house were well-trained special ops. Once I took care of them, the bunch inside was a cakewalk. Those guys were a special unit in charge of rapexecutions. Fat slobs with no real fighting experience beyond flogging tied-up women.”

Lidia opened her mouth to ask a question, but Tamer preempted her. “You followed the protocol, I trust.”

“Yes,” nodded Hermes, trying his best to avoid Lidia’s gaze, “no survivors.”

“Oh, but there is one,” said Katalin. “The girl.”

“Come on! I couldn’t kill her. She murdered a BFA officer. We’re practically colleagues.” He chuckled at his own joke, but his smile quickly disappeared when nobody else laughed. “I knocked her out and moved her to a cave a few kilometers away, ankle-cuffed her, left some food and water enough for a few days. When we make a decision… I’ll go back and deal with it accordingly. Don’t worry, she was out of it anyway. Sleep-deprived, heavily tortured. I bet she thought she was hallucinating.” He turned to Tamer to apologize. “I know, I fucked up again, but I assure you-”

“I’m not mad,” the commander interrupted. “They knew our faces, they knew we’d be here. I actually expected something like this.”

“You expected this to happen?”

“Note that they never released the names of the women they were going to RX. The wording was ambiguous. They never said Ms Pekesnek was among the women to be rapexecuted at this Harvest show. They just said she’d make a special appearance.” He turned to Lidia. “Remember when you said, Miss Gulfer, that a trap would work with or without her? Those words got me thinking. I contacted HQ and had a special request.”

“What are you talking about?” Hermes asked.”

“I requested extra sky eyes on the Hive, the Anthill, and the known nearby BFA locations. They used all their resources to follow major figures, intercept chatter, and run tracing algorithms after your assault on the safehouse, and…”

“You asshole!” interrupted Ktinodis, quickly turning red. “You used me as bait to identify the fucker in charge of the hunt.”

“Yes,” said Tamer coolly. “You must know already, each and every one of us are expendable in this mission.”

“Each of us, yes. But me, a lot more, eh?”

Tamer didn’t react. “You weren’t in real danger. You said it yourself. A cakewalk, right?

Hermes unclenched his fists and pictured his late wife’s smile to calm down. It was his go to technique of keeping his unpredictable rage under control. “So, did it work?” he hissed.

Tamer nodded. “The command identified two nodes where chatter intensified after your visit to the house. Surprisingly not the Hive or Anthill.” He placed his fingers on two distant spots and looked at Lidia. “Can you identify these locations, Miss Gulfer?”

The first location was a random spot in suburban Maidenfair. Lidia shook her head and moved on to the next one. Her eyes lit up after searching her memory for a couple of seconds. “This one is a military hospital,” she said with excitement.

“Are you sure? Looks like a civilian facility.”

“I’m absolutely sure,” smiled Lidia and leaned back. “We occasionally delivered wounded runners there. I been there a couple of times, got inside once. Top floors look normal, like a state-run hospital, you know… But there are sub-levels where even the SEFR was not allowed in. I mean the lowly blue puss, of course. Top secret army stuff.”



Minerva waited at the door for the moaning to stop for several minutes. The three soldiers ignored her and continued to take turns in the dancer’s well-used fuckholes. The impatient analyst had no idea whether or not the men were instructed to follow a more violent rape pattern in this session, but it was obvious that they were going out of their way to hurt the hapless thing. Ayla was as enthusiastic and accommodating as a brainwashed rape-toy like her was expected to be. Nevertheless, she was getting ruthlessly slapped and manhandled as if she was resisting.

Minerva cursed quietly. At this rate Ayla would be rendered unconscious when they were done with her body. She wanted her to remain conscious. She had questions to ask the poor girl, and she had only an hour to do so. And these fucking assholes had already wasted a big portion of her limited time.
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Two of the men finished in the girl’s mouth one after another and left. Ayla swallowed as ordered and fell on her knees to receive the last soldier’s final load. The man ignored her efforts to suck him and slapped her flushed face, then grabbed her by the hair and mercilessly fucked her throat for a while. Minerva exhaled in relief once he finally unloaded down the captive dancer’s gullet.

“The cunt is all yours, slut,” he grinned as she passed the analyst by. “Enjoy what’s left of her.” He handed the girl’s remote control device to Minerva and left.

Minerva forced an unconvincing smile and closed the door. Finally, she was alone with the young woman… She and the three cameras following the prisoner’s every move and facial expression, of course. Ayla rose up on her knees in attention. Her blushing naked body was covered in bruises and sweat. Cum was flowing out of her primary and secondary rapeslots.

“Hello again, Goldenwhore,” she greeted awkwardly and pulled the plastic chair facing the girl’s utilization plank.

“Hello Ms McKluge,” she smiled. “This cunt missed you.”

She sounded genuine. Minerva returned the smile. “You may clean up.”

“Thank you,” said the girl and crawled to the rectangular basin at the far corner of the rapecell. When she reached its center, jets of cold water hit her from all angles for 10 seconds, washing away most of the cum and sweat. Once the jets stopped, she crawled back in place and reassumed proper waiting posture.

“Would you like this cunt to begin now, miss?”

“Begin… what?”

“Licking your wonderful pussy, miss? I… This cunt missed your taste so much.”

“Oh?” Minerva blushed. “Just… in a minute, perhaps.” Per Viltis’s orders, she was supposed to receive a cunny or two every time she visited Ayla, and she loooooved them too… but it wasn’t the main reason she came here every single day. No, she was fascinated by the implant attached to the poor woman’s pituitary gland. She was both horrified and intrigued by the rapid transformation the rapetoy was going through. It was happening way faster than she had previously imagined, perhaps even faster than Dr Grant had foreseen. Minerva had been skeptical at first, but the change was undeniable. That scared broken prisoner she had met a short while ago was now practically a housebroken puppy, wagging her tail eagerly whenever a rapist entered her cell.

She pulled out a sheet of paper from her briefcase and reviewed the list of things she was supposed to do. It was a series of commands, rewards, and punishments listed by Dr Grant and his team prior to Ayla’s transfer to SEFR custody. The subject’s brain chemistry had to be constantly manipulated by the use of the special “remote control device” Minerva was now holding in her hand, in order for her behavioural conditioning to progress according to schedule.

“How have you been… since the last time we talked,” asked the analyst awkwardly. “How are you feeling?” She put her thumb over the two sliders with plus and minus signs. Ayla’s eyes immediately focused on the device. She perked up on her knees and adjusted her stance.

“This cunt feels good, Miss. She’s useful. She takes pride in her utility.”

“You keep looking at this,” said Minerva, waving the remote. “You are fully aware of its function, of course.” She looked at the camera right in front of her. “I told them that it would ruin the experiment, distort the data. But…” She sighed and turned her attention to the list on her lap. “Whatever. First of all, I need you to tell me what you are, Goldenwhore.”

“Yes miss,” she replied quickly. “This cunt is a worthless fucktoy who exists to serve and please men, suffer for their enjoyment, and eventually die for their entertainment.”

Minerva rolled her eyes and pushed the first slider up towards the little plus sign. After a mere second or two, Ayla’s face changed into an expression of bliss. Her muscles relaxed, Shoulders dropped, a sigh of relief escaped her parted lips.

“Thank you, Miss,” she whispered. Minerva tapped the slider up again.

“What exactly happened just now?” asked the curious analyst. “Describe that feeling for me.”

“I don’t know,” the other replied. “Just… You know… felt like seeing a good friend. Remembering a comforting childhood memory.”

Minerva nodded and took notes. She read the next item on the list. “Now, I want you to think about rubbing your clit. Focus your mind on that action. But just think, don’t do it. Don’t you even move your hands.”

Ayla bit her lower lip and froze with her wrists joined at her back. Minerva pulled the second slider all the way down. Dr Grant called it the “unhappy” button. It was supposed to simulate anxiety, dread, and depression.

This time the effect took longer to kick in. When it did, the woman’s skin turned sickly pale. She started shivering and fidgeting. Minerva watched for a few minutes, trying to catch every single twitch on the other’s face. “Don’t you touch your clit,” she reminded every now and then, keeping the girl’s thoughts on the forbidden action.

Minutes passed. Ayla’s condition kept worsening, her anxiety slowly approaching to a full-blown panic-attack. Once she started to shake, Minerva decided to end her suffering. “Now, you are allowed to touch yourself,” she said, “Start rubbing your clit, no finger penetration at this time.” She smiled to herself, remembering the many times Viltis played the same game with her, albeit without the use of a horrifying brain implant.

“Oh, thank you, miss!” the brunette exclaimed and started to rub her clit furiously. Minerva immediately released the “unhappy” button and flooded the woman’s brain with endorphins.

Ayla was well-trained enough to know that a clear permission was required for climaxing. She rarely received one. She managed to slow down and remained on the edge for a while. Luckily Minerva wasn’t heartless like her regular male rapists. Permission was granted after only a minute. Her vulva, uterus and brain exploded one after another with extreme pleasure, which was aggrandized by Minerva’s timely touches on the sliders. She thanked the analyst for her generosity, which was in turn rewarded by another jolt of endorphins.

“Describe this one to me,” Minerva said. “I mean, the part before the release.”

“It started with mild discomfort,” the other said after catching her breath. “Like holding your pee, you know? But then… I felt more and more lonely, lost, and cold… Like… falling to… death.”

Minerva took more notes. She was getting wet herself, and watching this exceptionally beautiful woman orgasming at her command was only part of the reason. It was mainly witnessing a scientific marvel unfolding… history being written right before her eyes.

“Okay, now… Now is a good time.” She parted her legs, leaned back, and pulled her skirt up. Ayla dropped into her hands and knees without losing any time and crawled into position. She looked into Minerva’s eyes and waited for the command.

“Lick!” ordered the analyst and put her finger on the slider. “You’ll make me cum in two minutes.”

Ayla dove into Minerva’s slit without hesitation and started to tongue-fuck the beautiful SEFR analyst. Two minutes? No, she managed to make her reach a powerful orgasm in less than one. Once her hips finally stopped shaking, she ordered her to continue, without trying to finish her off this time.

“I don’t know if they told you,” she wheezed after catching her breath, “you’re going to be gangraped on stage in two days. In front of a huge crowd. It will be a televised event.

Ayla looked up, fear in her eyes. Minerva used the slider to better her mood. According to Grant’s guidelines, the subject was to be “hightened” to create emotional associations with the word “rape”, and kept at a low baseline while she wasn’t being utilized.

“I know this won’t be your first time being abused on stage, and won’t be the last,” continued the analyst. “But this one will be quite special. You’ll be the opening act of a rapexecution.”

Question marks appeared on the skilled muffdiver’s widened eyes.

“You’ll be rape-synched on stage with another woman. She’s a convicted felon. A murderer. In the end, she’ll be snuffed in a spectacular way, and you’ll be spared. The entire thing is planned and well-scripted.”

“Now we have to throw out that script, I’m afraid.”

Minerva almost jumped out of her chair. Viltis was standing at the door, watching them.

“Agent Viltis,” she stammered coyly, suppressing a happy smile.

“I hope you had enough fun with our lovely puppy, Ms McKluge,” said Viltis. “I was informed just now that the incompetent morons at the Randyville hideout misplaced the star of our show. Come, we have some rewriting and recasting to do.”
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“Chatter analysis. Fresh from the oven.”

Tamer held a bundle of printouts aloft for the group to see and dropped it in front of Lidia. She paused for a moment, finished chewing the last piece of her sandwich, then pulled the papers to examine.

“These are the most frequently used keywords and names our pals back home picked up in Pussianan military chatter after Martin’s ‘rescue mission.’

Lidia nodded. The list looked long and confusing, and nothing made sense at first glance, but she tried her best not to look completely clueless.

“You’re looking at the raw data,” explained the commander. “On the next page, you’ll find a shorter list the analysts find relevant to our mission. They eliminated the stuff we already know, leaving the names and keywords that popped up recently. You’ll see some clusters and connections between different groupings. I know it’s a lot. Take your time, see if you can find any-”

“Here!” exclaimed Lidia. “Found ‘em!”

“Found ‘em? Please, explain.”

“This cluster. I recognize two of the names. Yes, it makes perfect sense.” She looked at Tamer with excitement. “Anders. Master-Agent Anders, and special officer Minerva McKluge.”

“Anders? He was her handler,” remarked Katalin and turned on the Haimdaller device to bring up information about him.

“No, he’s not important,” said Lidia. “I mean, he’s just a field officer. A runnerhound. The fact that his name appears in high-level chatter shows that this group is probably tasked with pursuing me… us. I think we’re certain that they now know that I’m travelling with a bunch of foreign spies, right?”

Tamer nodded. “Can it be a coincidence? He might be involved in an unrelated case. Or perhaps this is an entirely different Anders?”

Lidia dismissed his words with a hurried hand wave. “Forget about him. The other name is the important part. Minerva McKluge! I know her. She’s a high-ranking intelligence officer. She might be the only female who managed to get in that special boy’s club, actually. Can you imagine how hard it is to do that? A genius, they call her.”

“Is she Section Eight?”

“No, she’s not Anthill. She’s Hive. One of Nagel’s protégés.”

“What about the other names in that cluster?” asked Tamer. “Grant, Viltis, Helen, HSCD…”

Lidia pursed her lips and shook her head. “The abbreviation. Ends in CD. Most definitely a ‘cunt depository,’ but I’m not familiar with this particular facility. The names… don’t ring a bell.”

“Bingo!” smiled Katalin and showed the satellite map on her screen. “Our unconfirmed intel marked this location as High Security Cunt Depository a while ago. Only a couple blocks away from where Lidia identified as a military hospital yesterday.”

“Did we just find her? Just like that?” commented Ktinodis. “It cannot be that simple, right?”

“Look up the other names,” said Lidia. The rise of excitement among the group was palpable.



Master-Agent Kurtz turned his head lazily and looked at the new arrivals at the door.

“Ah! Singer. Finally. I was starting to wonder. Here to relieve me?”

“I think that’s your new brunette’s job, old man,” Singer snickered. He gave his colleague a friendly tap on his shoulder and winked at A-S Peachbitch. The slavecop nodded respectfully as she continued to slowsuck her handler’s cock. The other collapsed on the chair next to Kurtz and opened his legs. His own ayass Firelips quickly assumed the position and began serving him.
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“So,” the other exhaled, “Finally back among us mortals, eh? How was your rotation at the Hive?”

“It was fine in the beginning. For the first few months I did routine Cunthound patrols between Banghaven and Bitcham. That’s the best gig ever, I tell you. Virtually no runners there. It’s like a paid vacation. I’d put the CH on autopilot and let Firelips work her magic all day. During my three months I picked up only one runner. One. Single. And she wasn’t even a slave. Just a young bride getting cold feet. But after that… they assigned me to Department 102.”

“Whoa! The infamous interrogation department? I thought you needed special training for that kind of thing?”

“No, you old fool! That’s Department 101 you’re thinking of. I was sent to 102, which is tasked with cleaning after those fucking monsters. Literally, they’d rape and torture fluffers for days and weeks and then drop them down a chute that led to our cunt depository. Half of our team was Fem-vet contractors. Their job was to keep those poor wretches alive, and ours was to secure the survivors and place them in proper containment.”

“Dealing with fluffers all day, every day, eh? I’m sure you raped your share of those ungrateful bitches while you were there. Why are you complaining now?”

“Naah! It’s not all fun and rapes over there, man. It was real hard work, you know? Especially after they launched the ragdolling program.”

“Ah yes, I heard about that. Ragdolling. Not sure what that means exactly. Those yellow boxes, right?”

“Yellow boxes? Hah-hah! Yeah, that was it.” He leaned forward and slapped the panel in front of him. A few of the blank screens came alive and started to show live security feed from around the facility. “I cannot believe this fucking thing is still malfunctioning,” he snickered. “Exactly the way I left it six months ago.”

“You know how it is,” the other replied. “This is a joint operation between the SEFR and the fucking military. It’s the worst kind of bureaucratic nightmare. When there’s something needs fixed, they pass the buck endlessly. Nobody knows who’s in charge most of the time.”

“They seem to get along fine here.” Silver pointed at a screen that showed the main mess hall, where SEFR officers and soldiers were gangraping a group of young women tied spreadeagled to the tables. “Who are they messing up? Detainees?”

“Probably. They aren’t supposed to take fuckmeat out of their storage after hours, but you know how it works. Just don’t run a pointed Heimdaller scan if you notice such ‘extracurricular activity’ around here.”

“Sure, I know the drill. So, they fully integrated the all-seeing eye in the system here when I was away, eh? Can this piece of shit run such sophisticated software?”

“Ah-hah. Yeah. Check this out.” Kurtz slapped his girl to stop her and placed his ID card in the access slot. An extra screen rose out of the panel. “Take a look at the cells. Anyone you like?”

Singer turned his attention to the multitudes of smaller screens to his left that showed cells with bound women in them. Most of them were between rapes, sleeping or resting, but several were being ‘interrogated’ vigorously. “How about this one?”

“Nice.” Kurtz pressed a few buttons to run a scan in that specific room. The camera zoomed in to the young blonde woman being ruthlessly spitroasted by two burly men in military uniform. Her entire body was covered in purplish bruises, reddened stripes, and burn marks left by the electroshock batons soldiers loved to use liberally. Her primary and tertiary holes were stretched to the limit by big fat dicks. She seemed exhausted and barely conscious. The men kept waking her up with a series of slaps whenever she was about to pass out.

It took the recog software a second to determine the identity of the prisoner. Kurtz removed his glasses and squinted to read the result. “Harriette Olsen, 19.11 years-old A-grade bareneck, nursing student, detained for distributing subversive propaganda material a week ago. Court date set in… two months.”

“Ah!” singer exclaimed. “It’s a swan. Look at her age.”

Kurtz looked at his younger colleague with a puzzled expression, which prompted the other to explain. “You know, swans? That’s what kids these days call a freewoman close to her freedom permit expiration date. I think it comes from the expression ‘swan’s song.’ Anyway. Here’s what they do. They stalk these swans and kidnap them before they could have a chance to buy an extension. They keep them in a basement for a while and register them as slaves once their permit expires. Cheap slaves… sometimes completely free if they don’t have a CMR.”

“I know the practice, sure,” nodded the older guard. “One of my meat-headed cousins enslaves a new cunt every six months using that tactic. But this is the military. Why would they do that? These fuckers have an ‘extraordinary female confiscation licence’ anyway. It overrides all permits when it’s classified as a national security issue. They just need to say that she’s a terrorist sympatizer, or simply engages in subversiv-… Ooh, now I see.”

“Yeah,” the other chuckled. “You’re right though. It makes little sense. This is the HSCD. You don’t bring the neighborhood tease here. It’s almost all top-rank fluffers and miscellaneous high-profile pussy.”

“Who cares,” the old man said and leaned back. A-S Peachbitch immediately adjusted her posture to his new position and resumed the slowsuck. The two men enjoyed the ongoing rapes on their screens in silence for a while. Eventually Kurtz signaled his slavecop to pick up the pace and ejaculated in her mouth. She swallowed and sat back on her heels.”

“Anyway,” he said and stood up clumsily. “My shift ended almost ten minutes ago. I’m officially handing it over without incident. Enjoy.”

“Thanks a lot. So, any plans tonight?”

“Hell no. As you can see, I’m an old man, my boy. I’ll return this cunt to her shelf and head home.” He gave his colleague a sarcastic military salute and left with his ayass in tow. Singer waved him out and then slapped the panel again to give the ageing security system another jolt. A couple of the screens remained blank, but this time he didn’t care at all. He leaned back and relaxed with his dick in A-S Firelips’s skilled mouth. A few minutes later, he was sound asleep in his chair.

He jumped out of his nap after who knows how long, when the door slammed shut. Firelips was idling in the corner in basic kneeling position. An officer in PMP uniform was looking at him with a stern expression, with his sidecunt standing behind him. He was surprised to see military police barging into a SEFR office like that. Everyone in the security forces despised and feared the ‘pumpers,’ even if they weren’t in the army.

“Agent Singer,” the officer read from the card he was holding. Singer realized that it was his own system access tag. “Sleeping on duty, losing your access card… Are you a total idiot?”

“Sorry… I was…” the man stammered and stood up. He attempted to take his access badge back, but the other pulled it out of his reach.

“I wonder what else you fucked up, Singer?” he pointed to the kneeling slavecop without looking at her. “You brought your ayass here, so I’ll assume that you followed the regulation and took the proper anti-GPAC dose ?”

“I… There was no need,” he said guiltily. “This is just a stupid nightwatchman duty. It’s not like we’re going out for CH patrol. My girl is loyal, and she isn’t even armed. Why would I need anti-GPAC?”

“Good.” The officer drew his tranq gun and shot Singer in the neck. His sidecunt did the same and shot Firelips before she could realize what happened. The slavecop slumped and fell on her side. Singer froze for a few seconds on his feet, then collapsed backwards like a crumbling tower.
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“That will teach you to follow the rules, asshole,” snickered the girl and holstered her weapon. Tamer turned and raised an eyebrow. Katalin’s smile widened. She pointed to the communicator in her ear. “Don’t judge me, dear. I’m just repeating what our good friend back home said.”

Tamer pursed his lips and tapped on his own earpiece. The first thing he heard was Lidia laughing aloud back in their Old Hickory hideout. “Alright, good friend,” he said sarcastically. “We’re in. Now focus on the task and help us navigate, will you?” He handed Katalin the card he took from the guard. She placed it in the slot to take control of the system panel.

“What are we looking for?”

“Can you locate any members of the cluster? Grant, Viltis, Helen, McKluge, Anders.”

Katalin started to tap the keywords in the system and launched Heimdaller bots to scan the available security feeds and logs.

“There is no Grant in the system. An Agent Viltis was here about 4 hours ago. He stayed in the facility for a while… between 7:56 and 11:21. Agent-freewoman McKluge arrived with him, and… wait… She is still here! Sub-level 2.” She tapped a few buttons to find visual confirmation. Her face brightened suddenly.

“You found her?” asked Lidia. “You cannot miss her. She must be the one in the cool suit with a tit-window. Hey, what color is her hair nowadays?”

“No,” smiled Katalin. “She is in a black-box right now. No cameras in there.” She turned to Tamer and put her finger on the screen victoriously. “She is in that room labeled as ‘Helen.’ It’s our target. I’m sure of it. She’s here, in this building. Two levels below us.”
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“Thank you, Miss.”

“No, thank you.” Minerva pushed the ‘happiness’ slider all the way up on Ayla’s remote control, then closed her legs and adjusted her skirt. Her well-licked pussy was still contracting. She loved her daily sessions with Ayla so much.

With her implant activated, the young dancer moaned aloud and exhaled in the sexiest way Minerva had ever seen. In spite of the constant rape and torture she was subjected to, she was still exceptionally beautiful and full of life. Every time Minerva visited this horrible place and opened that vault door, she was struck by the beauty she found behind it. It was always a surprise too. Sometimes she was welcomed by a blushing, cum-covered, well-raped mess on the floor, and sometimes she found her pale slender body covered in mean welts and bruises, lying unconscious on a flogging bench.

And she was never not incredibly attractive.

Of course, she was always tied up in some way. At this stage of her training, she no longer needed restraints, but even Minerva admitted that she just looked better in them.
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The captive sat on her heels and waited silently while Minerva’s respiration rate slowly turned to normal. She looked uneasy for a moment, her lips trembling. Noticing her anxiety, the intelligence officer checked the remote to see if the slider was still on “happy.”

“You want to say something? You may.”

“T-thank you, Miss.” The young woman’s lips opened and closed, trying to form words, but nothing came out.

“Take your time,” smiled Minerva.

The other swallowed and took a deep breath. She straightened her body, exhaled and looked into the agent’s eyes.

“I love you… I… This cunt, this cunt loves you.”

“Excuse me?”

“You are the most beautiful woman ever. And you’re so good to me. I… I miss you all the time. I cannot stand it when you leave. I love you.”

“Oh dear lord!” exclaimed Minerva. “We met only a few days ago.” She looked at the remote and hurriedly pulled the slider back to the neutral ‘resting mode.’ “You are not in love with me. I’m here only to observe you. I’m almost as bad as all those assholes who regularly rape and torture you. It’s just… this horrible thing in your brain… It makes you believe… Oh my! This is incredible.” She put the remote down and leaned forward to place her palms on the kneeling slavegirl’s blushing cheeks. “You associate me with happiness and relief. I keep flooding your brain with endorphins, oxytocin, all that stuff that helps you emotionally bond with people. It messes up your brain chemistry, you understand?”

The brunette’s lips started trembling, and tears formed at the corners of her eyes. “I don’t… I just know that I love you… more than anything.”

“Minerva sighed and leaned back. “I’m so sorry this happened to you, Goldenwhore,” she managed to say.

A long, uneasy silence followed. Minerva remained frozen in her chair, unable to avert her gaze from Ayla’s hurt puppy eyes and trembling lips. She felt a strong urge to grab the remote and make the girl artificially happy again, but the scientist in her wouldn’t let her ruin the well-crafted routine.

Ayla managed to calm down after a while. “May this cunt ask… what’s your name?”

“Minerva,” the agent replied without missing a beat. “Minerva Mc Kluge… Minnie… if you…” She stopped. Nobody called her Minnie except her late parents. What made her divulge that precious information she kept to herself all those years? Guilt?

“Miss McKluge,” the other smiled with teary eyes. “This cunt is sorry for that stupid… love thing… Please ignore it. Please, don’t stop visiting… This cunt is so sorry.”

“No-no, don’t worry about it,” the agent reassured. “I won’t. It’s my job to…” She stopped again.

Another long silence. The two women remained in an awkward but inescapable eye-contact without saying anything.

A knock on the door made them jump out of their trance. “Agent-freewoman McKluge?”

Agent-freewoman? Nobody says that. Perhaps a weirdo with an obsession to follow the regulations to the letter. “Who’s this?” Minerva asked, checking her watch. “It’s still her interrape time. I’m not letting you in. You aren’t utilizing her for another 23 minutes.”

The lock beeped and the door opened. Only a high ranking officer’s access card could override the lock code minerva had punched in. “I’m Agent Clarkson,” said the man in all black military police uniform. “We’re with the PMP. There was a security breach. We are here to transfer the prisoner to another facility.” He entered the cell and stepped aside to let a shorter, more muscular man with a duffel bag in. A PMP-sidecunt stood at the threshold with arms boxed at her back.

“What other facility?” asked Minerva. “I wasn’t informed about this. Where is Agent Viltis?”

“The location is not disclosed yet, Agent-freewoman. Agent Viltis’s Cunthound is on its way to the secured facility right now,” said the young woman at the door in a northern accent, and pointed at the communicator in her ear. “This cunt is in constant contact with his navigator. We are going to follow the instructions and meet him there.”

“His Cunthound?” Minerva asked calmly. “He is flying to this secret location?”

“Yes miss.”

Minerva took a deep breath and and casually scanned their faces and weapons.

“I’ll be coming with you, of course.”

“As you wish,” the first man replied with a phony, barely noticeable smile and nodded to the other officer. “Agent Gunn will secure the package.” The stocky man put his duffel bag down, took out a female carrying kit and spread it on the floor. Aside from the high tech AFT-prevention gadgets attached to it, it looked like a standard body bag.

“Goldenwhore,” she said, before the man made his move to grab the trembling young woman still kneeling in the middle of the cell. “Follow the officers’ instructions and get in the carrier. There is nothing to be scared of.”

“Yes Miss.” The slave crawled towards the officer, lay down in the bag and let him zip it up. He lifted the bag like it weighed nothing and put her over his shoulder without saying anything.

“Very well,” Clarkson said, and gestured towards the tall woman at the door. “Please follow Sidecunt Pinklips to our vehicle.”

The brunette sidecunt turned around on her heels and set off down the hallway. Minerva followed. She quickly scanned the place. Not a single personnel in sight. The special containment section that housed ‘Project Helen’ never had a lot of foot traffic, of course, but this was exceptionally quiet.

“Why aren’t we taking the elevator?” she asked when the sidecunt opened the door to the staircase

“Out of order, ma’am.”

“All four of them?”

“Must be a system-wide issue.”

“I see.” The alarm button in the elevator cabin was now out of the question. Minerva tried to remember if there was an alarm panel on the path she was being led along. Her brain was working at full speed, but not efficiently enough. It was the pressure. This was the first time in her life she was in a real life-or-death situation.

She was ninety-nine percent certain that these three were the spies they had been looking for. Their appearances fit the blurry images FTZ camera took and the description Nagel provided before he fell into a coma. And of course, all the little mistakes they made in the past few minutes supported her initial suspicion.

She just couldn’t believe that they were able to locate and infiltrate Project Helen this quickly and easily. A secret high-security SEFR/Army facility? What a joke!

She followed. Her companions seemed to know the exact path to avoid com-terminals and guard locations. The fact that they didn’t come across a single person was incredible. They must have studied the schedules perfectly… or alternatively, removed all the possible obstacles beforehand. The thought made her shiver. She estimated that at least a dozen highly-trained personnel had to be eliminated in some way, quietly, without triggering scans or alarms… Unless… They must have taken control of the systems in the first place, and that means… She shook her head to get rid of the internal movie her brain automatically started to piece together. How they got in wasn’t her priority at that moment. She had to figure out a way to alert security without getting shot by the goons walking behind her.

“Aren’t we going to inform the base commander?” she asked as calmly as possible.

“He was informed,” the girl replied. “He was kind enough to pull base security out of our way too.”

Minerva nodded. As they approached another intersection, she heard a faint moaning in the distance. Screams and male laughter too. Multiple women being gangraped, possibly in the mess hall. If she could hear them, they could hear her, perhaps. It was still risky. She could run and hope that their aim was bad. It was highly unlikely of course. Spies good enough to end up here would be more than capable of tagging her with a tranq-dart in the butt, or perhaps with a real bullet in the back of the head.

She had to calculate quickly. If they managed to take her out of this place, her chances of survival would diminish considerably. She wasn’t their target, only a hostage. Her value, if any, was time-and location-dependent. The only reason they didn’t immediately kill her back in the cell was the slight chance that she could be useful on their way out. She was just a “familiar face” to put guards at ease, or open a few doors if they had to improvise for some reason. Once they were out, she’d be dead weight. She’d most likely end up in a ditch hours later, if not immediately.

The choice was clear. Foil their plan somehow, run and hide if possible, alert those uniformed meatheads she despised so much and let them deal with the problem. This intersection was possibly her last chance for her to do so. She could dive in the first room she can find and blockade it, and then…

Her muscles contracted. Her respiration quickened. She wasn’t a real field agent. She lacked the athleticism her comrades in blue-and-white shared. But she wasn’t a delicate flower either. She tried to calm her self down. They were almost there.

“Are you okay, ma’am?”

“Hmm?”

The sidecunt stopped and turned to face her. She effectively blocked Minerva’s escape path towards the intersection by doing so. The sidestep didn’t seem deliberate, but Minerva immediately knew that it was meant to preempt her half-baked escape plan. She exhaled in desperation, barely managing to maintain her cool.

“You look pale, and your breathing is irregular. Would you like to take a moment?”

“Thank you for concern, sidecunt Pinklips,” Minerva smiled. “Pinklips. Pink-lips.”

“Yes ma’am?”

“That’s an unusual servonym. Makes me think that you were named by an affectionate lover, and not an army confiscation officer.” She turned around and looked at the two men, her gaze focusing on Clarkson’s stern face before turning back to the sidecunt.

The brunette opened her mouth to respond, but froze as if a voice in her head stopped her. She paused for a long moment, then dropped her chin and exhaled. She took the com-link out of her ear and presented it to Minerva.

“Our navigator wants to talk to you.”

Minerva took the device and placed it in her own ear.
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“Hello Cumgulper. It’s been a while.”
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“First of all, I want to say, I was glad to learn that you survived.”

“Thank you Agent McKluge,” replied Lidia. “Likewise.”

“Oh, I wasn’t at the Hive when the… ‘gas explosion’ occurred. Nagel took me to a meeting at the High-Council. He was raping me at the cafeteria when he got the news.”

“I see. I didn’t know he regularized you. In that case, you’re welcome.”

Minerva raised an eyebrow. “You? Personally?” She looked at Clarkson again. He remained motionless. Minerva took it as affirmation. “Well, at this point, any additional crimes you commit will have little impact on the extraordinarily heavy punishment you’ve accrued anyway… I guess It’s good that you got it out of your system.”

She paused for a moment. “And… Thank you, Ayass Cumgulper.”

“You can call me Lidia,” the other replied softly.

“Of course, Lidia, I apologize. Old habits die hard, don’t they?”

“Listen,” interjected the ex-slavecop. “I know you. I know that you have already done the calculations and decided on a course of action based on the information available to you. And that’s the problem. The information available to you is fatally insufficient. I’ll do my best to add to it, so you can make a better, well-informed decision.”

“I’m listening,” said the intelligence officer nervously.

“You think that my friends over there will summarily execute you once they leave the facility. I assure you. They will not. I have shared everything I know about you with them before the mission, and I was able to convince them that you’re a very valuable asset. They were very impressed by your background, that algorithm of yours… In fact, you’re now more valuable than that dancer in the bag. They’re fully prepared to execute her if extracting her alive is not possible. It was their mission from the beginning. But you, they need you alive. They want to take you home, Minerva.”

Minerva turned to Clarkson again to see his affirmative nod. She was now sure that he was the leader of the team.

“I implore you, Minerva. Cooperate with my new friends over there. I have spent time with them. They are good people. They want you to have what you want.”

“What’s that, Lidia? What do I want?”

“Freedom…” Lidia paused for a long moment and listened to the intelligence officer’s breathing. “… redemption… and revenge,” she added.

Minerva didn’t respond.

“You know what you want more than I do. You spent your entire life struggling to keep your neck bare. And you know, deep down, you know that it’s a mission doomed to fail. As SEFR officers, we’ve seen how things work in the real world. Failure is inevitable no matter how clever your strategy is, no matter what you do to appease men… If you stay and follow the rules, you’ll end up in a cage. But there is another way. One you never considered a possibility. I bet your algorithm doesn’t even take such exogenous factors into account. This mission renders your model obsolete, Minerva. You can just throw it away. You can simply come with us and remain a bareneck till the end of your life. Hell, the word ‘bareneck’ doesn’t even have any meaning over there.”

Minerva took a deep breath. She felt like her brain was overheating.

“I had a taste of freedom, and I’ll do my best to feel it again,” continued the ex-slavecop on the other end. “It’s… it’s intoxicating.”

“Some of us prefer to stay sober,” mumbled Minerva. “But… I understand. I will… I will not do anything rash. I promise.” She turned to Clarkson.

He nodded and pointed ahead. “Please. We wasted enough time, Agent-freewoman McKluge.”

“Nobody says Agent-freewoman,” said Minerva and set off towards the direction he showed. “I knew something was off the moment you knocked on the door.”

“Thank you Agent,” the man responded robotically. “I appreciate the feedback.”

In spite of her genuine promise to cooperate, Minerva noticed that the brunette stayed between her and her possible escape route until they fully cleared the intersection.

“You’re a perfect S-grade,” she said without looking at the young woman. “Your accent is very good too. Makes me wonder. Are you a Pussianan turncoat, or an Ottohun specifically bred to impersonate one?”

“Bred to impersonate a Pussianan?” the girl chuckled. “Don’t flatter yourself. I’m-”

“Sidecunt Pinklips is a very private person,” Clarkson interrupted before she could divulge any information. “Nobody in the outfit knows much about her.”

Minerva smiled nervously. The notion of a slavegirl being a ‘private person’ was amusing enough to cut through the intense stress she was feeling. Of course, this gorgeous brunette wasn’t a slave at all.



“Thank you for everything, Master-Agent Viltis, Sir. It was a great honor to serve with you. This cunt highly benefited from the experience.”

Bouncytits stood in the middle of the room in perfect posture, waiting to be relieved from her duty by the man sitting behind the desk. He ignored her, apparently lost in thought, his eyes fixed on the file he was holding. He turned to her after a few seconds and smiled in his signature ambiguous manner. The smile was certainly fake, as usual, but the meaning it conveyed was not clear to the redhead. She never had a good sense of the man even after closely serving him as a de-facto sexretary-slash-guard for the past few weeks. He was a strange sort. He was the only superior who had never utilized her, and yet, the one who made her nervous the most.

The redhead had been scared out of her mind when she was first assigned to this temporary post after the attack. She knew nothing about this guy from the “province.” He was a rising star, thanks to his recent success in a high profile case. The details of said case was well above a simple slavecop’s clearance level, but she was able to piece together from hints and double talk that it was some kind of data breach, a BFA asset turning rogue and running wild, a betrayal.

Another betrayal!

Her shock was immeasurable when she heard about the intel about Lidia. At first, she was relieved to hear that her good friend and long-time comrade had survived the blast and subsequent executions, of course. But then the team learned that she had been helping the fluffers all this time, and now running with these foreign spies they were after.

Lidia, a turncoat? It was absolutely unbelievable. Bouncie wondered if her comrade had been compromised before the attack. Perhaps she was responsible for it, even. No, that was too outrageous a notion. She assumed that it was simpler than that. Taken as a prisoner, Lidia must have found herself free of her duties and responsibilities to her handler, her comrades, and father Androcracy. Such sudden loss of purpose often pushed good agents to unforeseen extremes.

Obedience and Service! That was their motto. One could not possibly exist in the absence of the other.

“A-S Bouncytits!” Viltis exclaimed as if he just noticed her presence. “So… Our brief but fruitful collaboration comes to an end today. A bummer for sure. I just received the official order for your recall. Little bee going back to the Hive, eh? I understand your handler has made a surprise recovery and is now back in uniform?”

“Yes Master-Agent, Sir,” she replied.

“Excited, are we?”

“Yes Master-Agent.”

“Very well. I have already sent a commendation letter to your section chief. I hope you’ll be rewarded properly for the good work you’ve done with us.”

“Thank you Master-Agent Viltis,” she smiled. Her retrieval number was close to another leveling threshold. Perhaps this could earn her another stripe?

“Alright then. Off you go. You can catch the next flying coffin back to Maidenfair if you hurry.”

“Yes Sir,” she said and turned on her heels in a soldierly manner. Just as she was stepping out of the room, her tablet lit up with a notification.

“Uh… you should see this, Master-Agent.” she said, and brought the tablet back to his desk. “This is strange. I don’t think we approved a prisoner transfer… but…”

Viltis grabbed the tablet and looked at the video. It was the isolated direct stream from the HSCD black box where Project Helen was contained. The video showed uniformed military police entering the room and leaving with the dancer a few minutes later. “Get me the base commander on the com,” he commanded sternly, as he hurriedly accessed the external camera feeds to track the group. “I don’t see… They are not in any other feeds. How’s that possible?”

“This footage isn’t live, Master-Agent,” said Bouncytits after taking a glance. “Look.” She put her finger on the screen showing the feed from the cunt containment units. “That’s me in the corner, and this is you talking to the warden. This was taken while we were there. About six hours ago.”

“The HSCD security system is compromised,” Viltis hissed. “Is the moron in charge of that circus on the line yet?

“The commander or his men… none are responding, Master-Agent.”

“Get Hoshiyaar here. Get Anders. Get everyone!” He took a deep breath. “And get me one of those flying coffins… No, a squadron of them!”
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“Cunts, with me!”

Gloria Bouncytits jumped out of the Cunthound and ran after Master-Agent Anders towards the HSCD bay. The two rookie bluepuss followed her with nervous feet.

Ayasses Spermswallow and Dumbharlot were fresh graduates of the SEFR Cadet School at Cunton. They were the two candidates Anders was considering as his new sidecunt. He was test-raping them when the alarm rang, so he had decided to bring them along.

Two rookies who had never seen action watching her six? Gloria didn’t like it at all.

Of course, those two were no match for an eighter like Lidia. Gloria wasn’t sure if she herself could take her fallen comrade if they came face to face after all this time. Cumgulper was already one of the best fighters in the entire corps, and it was possible that she had learned new techniques not included in SEFR manuals since her supposed “death.” Techniques specifically developed at the “Nest” to counter the bluepuss…

The redhead didn’t want to face Lidia at all. It wasn’t the fear of being unmatched. She just didn’t like the idea of fighting her old comrade, even though she was revealed to be a traitor. She didn’t share the zeal for revenge others like Anders felt. That man definitely took it personally. Gloria, on the other hand, didn’t feel that hurt by Lidia’s shocking betrayal.

Perhaps she wouldn’t have to face her at all. Lidia was not in the isolated black box video footage they had seen. Come to think of it, bringing her along would be a stupid move anyway.

Their task was not easy. For starters, they didn’t know for sure if the spies were still in the facility. The vast roof area of the sprawling compound was virtually one giant landing bay. It had multiple pads and an unmanageable number of access points, and their line of sight was broken by vehicles and equipment scattered around the place. Even though the 11 Cunthounds Viltis could gather in a few minutes covered all the entrances and a couple remained in the air for surveillance, the fugitives still had a great advantage. The military medical facility that housed the HSCD was still very much active. Air ambulances kept coming and going, and medics were running around like busy bees, doing their jobs. The place was a chaotic maze.

They didn’t have enough time to brief the agents, of course. On the short flight here, Bouncie told Anders everything they had seen on the video feed and Viltis’s theory about how the infiltration might have taken place. “You’re positive they were posing as PMP officers?” he asked as he unlocked the heavy access door. She opened her mouth to affirm, but froze when the sun illuminated an imposing figure in military police uniform standing at the other side of the door.

Her momentary befuddlement prompted Anders to turn around. Time came to a screeching halt. Everybody remained motionless for a brief moment, then each reached for their sidearms at the same time. A series of pops were heard. The imposter was slightly quicker than Anders, who was immediately struck by two bullets in the chest and one on his left cheek. The master-agent barely had the chance to fire his gun once before his lifeless body turned, stumbled sideways, and collapsed awkwardly. The other guy was hit in the arm, but merely a graze, it looked like.

Despite her initial shock, Bouncie’s well-trained body automatically sprang into action. She leaped backwards like a startled cat, raised her tranq gun, and pulled the trigger. She didn’t even realize that she was doing the unthinkable, attacking a male. The world slowed down around her. Three darts flew out of the muzzle in slow motion and struck the man in the chest in perfect triangle pattern. The impact made him take a step back to maintain his balance, but he seemed unaffected by the GPAC ampoules instantaneously emptying into his bloodstream.

She was used to seeing her targets collapse within seconds. This time, nothing happened. Gloria swore under her breath. It was immediately obvious that the enemy was immunized by chemical countermeasures, not unlike her handlers at the SEFR. All she had done was give him a mild headache that would go away in a few hours.

Unfazed, the man raised his arm once more to shoot back. Gloria desperately pulled the trigger again, attempting to hit him in the face, but somehow missed the huge man entirely this time. She exhaled in defeat. It was over. A strange, eerie calm gripped her mind. Her muscles surrendered and she braced for the spy’s bullet to end it all.

“No, not her!” A female hand grabbed the man’s arm and pulled it away before he could fire again. Gloria recognized Agent Minerva McKluge’s voice. It was surprising that she wasn’t restrained. She didn’t look like a hostage at all. “Please,” the intelligence officer pleaded calmly, “spare the girls.”

“As you wish.” The man holstered his gun and stepped aside. As he did, a young woman in uniform appeared from behind and fired her own tranq-gun several times without hesitation. Gloria got hit in the neck, stumbled backwards and fell down. Her paralyzed body hit the ground and rolled over like a plastic mannequin. She only remembered about the two rookies behind her when they shared the same fate half a second later. Some help they were.

Gloria was unlucky. She was paralyzed with her eyes open. That meant that she could stay like that for hours if nobody found her, unable to blink. Having tranq-ed her fair share of runners, she knew well what would happen. Her cornea would swell. Her vision would get blurry. It would be painful as hell. Luckily, the three slavecops were lying in front of a medical facility. Surely someone would find them soon.

She watched helplessly as the group jumped over their bodies and rushed towards a Cunthound snugly placed between two army transports. Gloria could read its registration number from where she lay. It was a Randyville code. The vehicle looked real, possibly stolen or commandeered recently. It made sense. It was from the area the task force had attempted to lure the spies to with the Harvest Festival trap. Viltis and McKluge had assumed that the trap failed because the Ottohuns had somehow located and assaulted an unrelated SEFR safehouse two days before the operation, disrupting their plans. Little did they know that it would get a lot worse than the loss of a simple criminal scheduled to be RX-ed.

It was an outstanding failure alright. After all that hard work, these bastards were about to escape and disappear with Project Helen, Lidia, and Minerva. She didn’t even have the chance to alert the rest of the assault party. Anders was most probably dead, and the three already ill-equipped slavecops accompanying him were lying incapacitated. If the Ottohuns made it to the Cunthound and took off, it was game over.

An epic fail! A total and utter humiliation for the Pussianan security services. The SEFR chief lay “emasculated” in a coma, Project Helen lost, crucial intelligence assets compromised, agents dead, secure locations infiltrated. Tomorrow, heads would roll. Some big wigs would be demoted, even get fired perhaps.

But the women involved, they would definitely suffer the most. They were not part of the decision-making process, they literally had no agency throughout, they weren’t even allowed to carry real weapons. Still, she knew full well that she and a few of her pussied comrades would be torn apart by the angry jackals thirsting for retribution.

Gloria swore at her bad luck. About an hour ago, she was this close to leaving the task force without a major incident. She was officially recalled. She was one step away from returning to that relatively uneventful drudgery at the Hive with a letter of commendation from the commander. But no, she had to show that fucking tablet to Viltis, instead of passing it to the new sexretary waiting outside. Stupidest move of her life.

Now, she was going to be one of the scapegoats for this major fuckup.

The dread she felt gave her an unexpected jolt. The world slowed down again, her mind started chugging faster. Her drying eyeballs were fixed at a distant ambulance, but in her peripheral vision she could see the fugitives making their way towards their getaway vehicle in slow motion. They were about to pass the pile of crates her tranq gun was pointed at. The gun was still in her hand and finger was on the trigger. If only she could move the tip of her finger one more time.

Not that an unlikely lucky hit would slow them down, of course. She just wanted to make those bastards feel one last bite of the dart. She concentrated. Tried to clench her muscles. No response. She tried again. Nothing. She tried one last time.

It worked, somehow, to her surprise. Her eyelids closed and gave her agitated eyes some relief… and her finger squeezed the trigger. She heard a series of pops. Her wrist moved around with the recoil and stopped when it hit Dumbharlot’s leg. She was almost certain that last effort was in vain, but she felt some sort of satisfaction anyway.



“Get her up as quickly as you can. Work your magic. I want to talk to her.”

She felt a touch on her arm, then the sting of an injector. She knew it was nothing, but she shuddered in sheer pain as her GPAC-ridden mind registered it as a violent stabbing with a serrated blade. Her brain sent the command to scream in order to ease the intense pain, but her paralyzed body did not respond. That was the main point of GPAC. The miracle chem rendered its victim defenseless and multiplied the effects of external stimuli on her senses. Since it had been created by an evil genius back in the early 20s, the SEFR had been using the drug in many forms, mostly to capture, interrogate, torture, and sometimes execute the enemies of the regime.

It was the first time Gloria felt the effect of the drug since her introduction to it at cadet school. As part of their tranq-gun training, they were lined-up and shot with a lower-dose dart once, and then were raped by the camp personnel afterwards. It had been one of the worst experiences of her life… until today. That intense feeling paled in comparison to the havoc the real thing was causing in her system now. The realization immediately made her feel horrible for using it on the countless runners she had chased down throughout the years.

Thankfully, she wasn’t going to be gangraped for hours this time. The injection hurt like hell at first, but the pain started to diminish immediately. She slowly regained motor functions. But only up to a point. Her joints were still not responding fully. It felt like she was trying to move in a swimming pool, just like the manuals described.

“When will she be able to speak?” Asked Viltis without looking at the doctor who was shuffling through his med cabinet.

“This cunt can talk, Master-Agent Viltis,” slurred the slavecop before the doc could give his professional opinion.

“Good. Talk!”

Gloria recounted the encounter efficiently in a few sentences. There wasn’t much to tell anyway. The entire thing was all over in several seconds.

“You said Agent McKluge intervened to save your life. She wasn’t restrained?”

“No Master-Agent,” she replied. “I believe she was being held at gunpoint. Their sidecunt was standing behind her. The one who later shot us with tranqs.” She swallowed. She wanted to believe her statement, but she wasn’t entirely sure if Minerva was a hostage or not. She just had a feeling that something was off.

“This cunt is sorry for failing to stop the fugitives, Master-Agent,” she added, hoping to see in his usually emotionless face if she was going o be punished or not. Her eyes were drawn to the two rookie slavecops lying on cots next to hers. Apparently they weren’t lucky enough to receive their anti-GPAC chems yet. Then she noticed Anders lying at the far end of the ward. “Um… Is Master Anders-”

“Dead,” replied Viltis, coldly.

“This cunt is sorry o hear that. He was a-”

“He was a waste of oxygen,” interrupted Viltis. “Still, regrettable, his unexpected loss,” he added awkwardly after a moment, as if he was reading from a protocol manual. “You may not be aware, but we also lost a Cunthound during the chase. They crashed into a civilian vehicle. Agent Harris and A-S Spankwhore are in critical condition. I had to request additional personnel to reinforce our strike teams.”

“The task force… was not dispersed?” Gloria asked in surprise. “This cunt assumed.. after this failure…”

“The mission wasn’t a total failure,” Viltis interjected once more. “We might still salvage it.” He looked at the redhead in the eyes for the first time since the beginning of their conversation. “Can you walk, A-S Bouncytits?”

“Yes Sir!” Gloria jumped down and followed Agent Viltis dragging her shaky legs. The man walked out of the ward and called the elevator. They descended to the containment level. “They were exceptionally efficient,” he said as he exited the cabin. “They hacked the system first. Then they took out 14 personnel, SEFR operatives and soldiers, before they reached the black box. No more or no less than they needed to. Eight dead, six rendered unconscious. Truly remarkable. Then of course, the four of you, and lastly the Cunthound crash. Not to mention the loss of our prized experiment and…” He hesitated half a second before mentioning Agent McKluge. Gloria could swear that the soulless robot had a tinge of sadness in his voice when he did. Viltis held Minerva in high regard, which was odd already. The redhead always suspected that the relationship between the two was something beyond mutual professional respect.

“This cunt doesn’t think they’ll execute Agent McKluge,” she said after an awkward pause. Her voice lacked confidence.

“I’m sure of that,” he replied. “You’ll see why.” He knocked on the black box entrance that housed Project Helen only a few hours ago. The heavy vault door opened and revealed a bunch of SEFR officers, Section-Eighters by the looks of them. They stepped aside to let Viltis pass, revealing the naked form of a beautiful young woman, heavily restrained on an inclined rape-frame.

Gloria immediately recognized the imposter PMP sidecunt who had shot her at the entrance. “You got her?”

“Thanks to you, A-S Bouncytits. It seems you’ve somehow managed to fire your gun in spite of the GPAC in your system, and got her in the ankle. They tell me that it was an impossible shot too. Well done!”

“B-but…” stammered Gloria in shock, “wasn’t she-”

“Immunized? Yes. She had countermeasures in her system against the chems, but she wasn’t immunized against gravity. Apparently you hit her the moment their Cunthound took off, before she managed to enter the vehicle and close the hatch. You made her lose balance and she fell from a height of 6 meters. Her comrades had to leave her behind in order to escape. Can’t blame them, to be honest.”

He walked over to the brunette and put his hand on her forehead, almost lovingly. The woman inhaled nervously through her ring gag. She was struggling hard to appear calm and together, but she could fool nobody.

“We’ll not start raping and torturing her just yet,” the agent said coldly, “ just for a few hours. I want to give her comrades some time to consider their situation. Perhaps we can still use her to recoup some of our losses.”

“A prisoner exchange? For Goldenwhore and Minerva”

“No, ayass Bouncytits,” he smiled, “I don’t think we can convince them to give up Project Helen. They would rather kill her themselves.”

“Just Minerva, then. An operative for an operative?”

Viltis raised an eyebrow. “Perhaps,” he said and walked around the rape-frame with his fingers grazing around he captive’s defenseless erogenous zones. “Personally, I’d be happy if they make that offer. You know how much I admire Agent McKluge. She is indispensable for our mission.”

The redhead nodded.

“But of course, as a SEFR officer and a loyal servant of Pussiana, I’d never give up this extraordinary piece of rapemeat. Not for Minerva, not even for both of them.” He slapped the restrained woman hard. “You see, Gloria, this poor thing here is much better and bigger than Goldenwhore. That woman they took, she was just a stupid dancer. A minor celebrity. The state-of-the-art medical stuff we put in her brain aside, breaking that slut was easy. Nothing unusual or impressive.”

He stopped by the gorgeous spy’s head and caressed her cheek gently this time. “Now imagine what would happen if we manage to turn their highly trained operative into an eager fucktoy. Imagine making her crawl on her hands and knees around the globe, making her beg, serve, humiliate herself and the obsolete moral system she was created by. Documenting her absolute surrender to Father Androcracy, televized 24/7…”

He slapped her again.

“You see, we didn’t fail, Gloria. Far from it. We had a sad puppy in our hands, and they handed us a lioness instead. Certainly an upgrade. All things considered, I say we have won!”
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“Gentlemen, if you could give us some privacy.”

A loud groan of frustration rose from the he crowd of men as they reluctantly emptied the Black Box. Each and every one of them were hoping to participate in the inevitable first gangrape of the captured spy.

Viltis couldn’t care less about the meatheads shaking with vengeful rage. A worthless bunch of morons. He continued to circle around the beautiful spy’s heavily restrained naked body stretched on a rape table. About a dozen SEFR and military personnel were killed, including a member of his own team, but he was unagitated and calm as if nothing unusual had happened. His cadence was slow and monotonous, and his voice was soft. It carried no ominous notes whatsoever.

Gloria knew better of course. Viltis was anything but soft and cuddly. He was the most dangerous predator she had seen. He was patient, stealthy, sneaky… He liked to play with his food. Like a cat playing with a mouse.

No, perhaps… it was more like a dance.

After the last man left the room, she turned around to follow. “You stay, A-S Bouncytits!” ordered Viltis without taking his eyes off the beautiful captive. “I might need a woman’s touch later.”

“Yes Master-Agent.”

He completed another round and stopped between the prisoner’s parted long legs. He put his hands on her shackled ankles and then started to playfully walk his fingers along her shin bone. Her entire body shivered. His digits stopped when they reached her knees, ran around in circles a couple times, then continued to walk up her thighs. When they finally met over her shivering pubic mound, he put his thumbs on her pussy lips and pulled them apart, gently, revealing the glistening pink flesh in between.

“What do you call it in your language?” he asked with a soft voice. “Your primary fuckhole?”

Katalin blinked nervously and exhaled. The wide ring gag that was inserted in her mouth immediately after her capture still kept her jaw wide open, so he wasn’t really expecting her to answer. He was not there to interrogate her. He was there to gloat. Savor her fear.

No, she wasn’t going to give him the satisfaction. She wasn’t going to show fear. She was going to face the pain and humiliation bravely, like a soldier.

“Ah! Where are my manners!” he exclaimed and slapped her trembling pussy. “Introductions! Master-Agent Viltis of the Slavery Enforcement and Fugitive Retrieval Bureau. I happen to be the head of the task force that was created to pursue you bunch of miscreants.” He pointed to Gloria without breaking eye contact. “And this is Agent-slave Gloria Bouncytits… who, because of your actions, is what remains of my team.”

Gloria straightened up at the mention of her servonym.

“Oh yes, you’ve been very naughty, haven’t you Miss…” He paused and stroked his chin in an overly theatrical way. “Right. We don’t even know your name, do we? I could remove the gag and ask you nicely, of course, but we both know that you are not ready to give up that information yet. You will, most definitely, after we send you to Department 101. Don’t you have any doubt about that. Oh, you’ll tell us everything we need to know. You’ll tell us everything you think we want to know. You won’t be able to shut the fuck up. But not just yet.”

He made a two-finger pistol with his right hand and started to rub her slit casually. Katalin groaned again. She knew well that she was going to be abused and raped in the most violent and humiliating ways possible, of course. She was surprised that it hadn’t happened yet.

“I’m sure you have heard about our infamous department 101?” he stared at her as he rubbed her slit. She didn’t react. “Of course you have. Personally, I despise those assholes. Bunch of brutes with no skills other than inflicting pain. No class, no finesse. But I have to admit, they get results. Trust me when I say, they have broken tougher nuts than you. Experienced, battle-hardened, tough women. Warriors all.” He inserted his fingers in her pussy, forcing a helpless whimper out of her. “You, on the other hand, have no experience. I can instantly see it in your eyes. You are too young, fresh, pristine, tight…” He forced his pistol-hand deeper into her, hitting her vulva with his knuckles. “Can it be… your first time? No… no way! Is this your first mission?”

Katalin held her breath. “It is!” the man chuckled. “Can you believe it, Ayass Bouncytits? A fucking rookie!” He pulled his hand out of her, joined his fingers together to make a bigger drill-bit, and rammed it back in her pussy without mercy. Caught by surprise by the sudden assault, Katalin let out a loud groan this time. Tears gushed out of the corners of her eyes.

“Such a shame,” said Viltis and rolled up his sleeve to penetrate her deeper. He was now fisting the poor woman with a slow and steady pace. “Caught by slavers in your first ever mission. I feel for you, Miss-… Ah! I keep doing it. Still don’t know your name!” He smiled. “Perhaps I should name you myself. After all, you now belong to us. We will enslave you, rename you, rape you, beat you, train you like a dog, and eventually kill you in the most entertaining way. I’m sure you know that already?”
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Katalin held her breath again. She tried her best to hide her fear.

“I don’t want to give you the wrong impression, little spy. It won’t be that simple. That process will take months… perhaps years of rape, torture, and humiliation. Day and night, no rest, no mercy. You’ll be in constant use, serving an endless line of dicks. At first, you will hate it. Then you’ll get used to it. And finally, you’ll learn to love it. Only then you’ll be ready to be snuffed in the name of the Glorious Androcratic Revolution.”

Katalin felt a strong urge to shake her head in defiance, but managed to keep still in spite of the violent fisting he was giving her. She had never been fisted before. It hurt like hell, but the physical pain she was feeling wasn’t what set her mind aflame.

She tried to remember her training. Of course, she knew that they would break her eventually. Everybody would break, no exceptions. They had taught her that at the academy. The interrogation resistance techniques she learned were nothing but ways to delay the inevitable. If only she could hold out long enough to let her comrades disappear…

This guy, her rapist, he certainly knew that as well. He continued to fistfuck her for a few more minutes and stopped. He took a step back and put his palms on her knees. “You have beautiful legs,” he said. “You are very beautiful overall. Don’t you agree, Ayass Bouncytits? Isn’t she gorgeous?”

“Yes Master-Agent,” replied the redhead, dryly.

“I may be biased,” he continued, “but I always believed that our females were the most beautiful rapemeat in the world. The best. Prettier, taller, fitter, perfect fuckdolls all around. And that’s not by accident. We don’t leave selection to nature. We breed them. We do gene manipulation, chemical beautification, enhancements, modifications… And the FSO, our notorious Female Standards Office, regularly removes sub-standard cunts from the gene pool. What we’re left with are the best of the best.” He leaned forward to look into her eyes. “You definitely shatter that illusion of Pussianan exceptionalism, little spy. You’re no Pussianan, as far as I can tell, but definitely one of the most beautiful things I’ve seen.”

“Anyway,” he exclaimed and threw his hands in the air. “Back to the issue of your new name! Your death as a naughty little spy and rebirth as mindless fuckmeat.” He walked around the rape table and wiped his pussy-juice covered hand on her hair.

[image: ]

Would you believe that I never renamed a woman before? I have named my petgirls, but those were cute silly caninyms. A proper slavecunt needs a proper servonym. Especially a special one like you. A good servonym should hurt every single time it’s uttered, like a heavy gut-punch.” He used his free hand to slap her on the stomach. Katalin exhaled in pain. “Something brutally descriptive… to remind you what you’ll be for the rest of your short life. Perhaps something old-school, with the word ‘rape’ in it? What about… Rapecunt?”
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“You must be hungry.”

“Not really, Ayass Cumg-… Lidia.”

Lidia put the sandwich and the glass of water on the nightstand, then sat next to Minerva. The captured intelligence officer was lounging on the bed, completely naked, handcuffed, with her metal collar chained to the bed post. She looked surprisingly calm for a prisoner.

“Snacks first, huh? Will I be raped after?”

“They won’t touch you, Minerva,” smiled Lidia. “That’s not how these guys operate.”

“Oh? Was I stripped naked for nothing? Shame. I liked the silent tall one. He looks mysterious and…”

“I never pegged you as a joker, Minerva,” Lidia interrupted. “Is this the behavior pattern your algorithm suggests for such situations?”

“Uh… Sorry,” exhaled the other. “You’re right. No, it’s not the algorithm. I actually stopped following its suggestions to the letter. Lost confidence in it a while ago, you know. I guess… I’m just nervous. I have never been in this situation.” She looked down and smiled bitterly. “I mean… I was stripped, restrained, and chained to a bed more times than I remember… but not by the enemy.”

“They… We… We’re not your enemy, Minerva. Trust me, I’ve been there, in your situation.”

“Chained naked to the bed?”

“Well… to a tree.” She smiled and stroke the other’s shoulder in a friendly manner. “But seriously, when I was their prisoner, I was sure that I was going to end up in a ditch after a short while. But somehow I ended up on the team. They trusted me enough, and I trust them. You know, enemy of my enemy, all that stuff.”

“I agreed to come peacefully because I didn’t have much choice, Lidia. But spare me the sales pitch, will you? I’ll not commit an act of treason-”

“Of course not,” interrupted the ex-slavecop and winked. “Not before we make it out of this hellhole of a country.” She pointed to Minerva’s discarded torn clothes at the other side of the room. “That’s why I suggested to keep you naked and chained at all times. If your pals somehow manage to locate us and storm the place, they’ll find you in this state, looking like a prisoner, not a traitor.”

“Uh! How considerate of you. I doubt if they would buy it. Restrained but not raped and beaten?”

“You’re surprisingly obsessed about this,” chuckled the redhead. “I you want, I can go and drag one of the guys in. If they are not agreeable, I can throw on a strap-on and rough you up myself.”

“You know what I mean.” shrugged the other. “You and I both know, I’d be ‘debriefed’ at Department 101 for a few days regardless of what they think happened. It’s the standard operating procedure for processing female personnel after being captured by the enemy.”

“What about a foreign operative? What the SOP for that?”

The two young women turned to the door where Tamer was standing.

“You’re bleeding.” Lidia pointed to the bloody bandage on his arm. “I’ll get the med kit and…”

Tamer dismissed the suggestion with a hand wave. “Don’t bother. It looks worse than it really is.”

Lidia sat back down. “Suit yourself, big man. Agent Minerva McKluge, meet Mr Alex Wolfson, team leader.” Tamer nodded and pulled a chair to sit.

“Pleased to meet you at last,” greeted Minerva, and shook her chain with her cuffed hands. “I’m sorry, can’t get up to salute.”

Tamer ignored her cheeky comment. “I’ll cut to the chase, Agent McKluge. I’ll appreciate if you enlighten me about your procedures. I want to know everything about SEFR facilities my colleague could have been taken to. Security systems, manpower, sched-”

“It doesn’t matter,” interrupted the prisoner. “You cannot possibly get her back. I don’t know how you managed to locate and infiltrate the HSCD, and get Project Helen out. It was an impressive feat, I’ll admit. But it’s over now. You cannot pull such a magic trick again. Not with the entire SEFR and the army on alert. If I were you, I’d forget about her, cut my losses, and try to get out of the country as quickly as possible.”

Tamer leaned back and pursed his lips.

Lidia matched his movement by leaning forward. “Of course he already knows that, Minerva. He’s a very smart and experienced officer. But you see, he has a weakness. He feels responsible for that brunette. He might even have feelings for her.” She leaned back again when Tamer gave her a fiery stare. “Just tell him what will happen to the girl. I shared with him my own prediction already, but I’m just a hound. I guess he needs to hear it from a ranking officer.”

Minerva looked at the man’s face for a few seconds. He was impossible to read, not unlike Viltis.
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“Standard operating procedure is simple,” she started after a while. “She will be taken to the Hive to be raped and tortured at Department 101. Nobody really knows what happens in that black box other than the monsters who work there, but I’ll give you the water-cooler version. They will inject her with chems and hurt her incessantly until she eventually breaks. After she breaks, they will start over and double the abuse. She will tell everything about you, all the details about your mission, your real names, strengths, weaknesses, procedures… If she’s trained well enough, it will take 4-5 days to spill it all. The cycle will repeat several times, until they are convinced that she was out of things to say. In a month or so, what remains of her will be thrown down one of the two chutes. She will either end up in a garbage bag or in the SEFR high security cunt storage. If she’s lucky, she will live out her days encased in a metal frame, being force-fed swine ejaculate and piss, regularly violated by rape machines, and randomly electrocuted throughout the day. If she’s unlucky, she’ll be dragged around the country to be publicly humiliated, tortured and abused for months and years, and eventually rapexecuted in a spectacular way.”

She stopped to see if her words had any discernible impact on his stern expression. Perhaps a small twitch in his left eye?

“I’ll repeat my question,” he said calmly. “Locations, security systems, manpower, schedules…”

“You cannot be serious,” exclaimed Minerva. “Didn’t you hear me? You cannot save her.”

“I don’t need to save her,” he replied. “I just need to kill her.”



“She is something,” commented Director Thikett as he casually squeezed and slapped Katalin’s defenseless tits. “Definitely an S-grade.”

“That’s the point, isn’t it?” replied Viltis. “That’s why she was chosen for this mission, the poor thing. Certainly not because of her vast experience and abilities.”

“There is an angry crowd out there,” the director pointed to the door of the special vault. “They’re dying to barge in here and start double-ending and roughing up this little bitch. They were humiliated, a lot of them lost their buddies and comrades today… If they come in, it would be rather difficult to stop them from raping her to death.”

“And that’s exactly why I’m keeping her locked in here,” Viltis said. “I ordered those meatheads to stay away from her. No raping the prisoner until I say so.”

“Then It’s a good thing I outrank you,” chuckled Thikett. He unzipped his pants, took his erect cock out, and penetrated Katalin without any hesitation. She let out a surprised groan.

Viltis raised an eyebrow, but did not protest as the director proceeded to fuck the beautiful captive’s pussy in an unhurried manner. “Wonderful!” he commented. “Like a virgin.” He turned to Viltis. “Was she? A virgin?” Viltis shook his head no.

“She might as well be,” said the man as he increased his tempo. He leaned forward, wiped the young victim’s tears with his index finger and tasted them. “Cries like one. Very tight too. And it’s like her body responds to my thrusts in an unusual way. Perhaps I’m imagining it… but I kind of feel that her rape-reaction is rather different than Pussianan pussy.” He turned to A-S Gloria Bouncytits, who had been standing in the corner in silence. “What do you think, sidecunt whatsyourface? Did you notice any unusual reactions?”

“This female obviously isn’t used to frequent utilization like us Pussianan rapestock are, Master-Director,” Gloria replied hastily, surprised by the question. “This cunt thinks… the difference, if any, must be negligible. It doesn’t matter if she was raised here or in a far away country. She’s just fuckmeat.”

“Just meat?” Thicket slapped Katalin’s tits and thighs a few times. “There is no such thing. Just meat! Every piece of meat is different, special, sweetheart.” He started to pound the poor captive’s cervix with deep, violent thrusts. “Did you know, sidecunt redhead, that my father was a rancher? He raised cows and sheep and whatever before the ungulate extinction. I barely remember those smelly beasts myself, but my old man kept telling stories about them until his passing. He used to talk our ears off, that old fart. The flavor of the meat, he used to say, varied according to the animal’s diet or living conditions. This cow ate these herbs on the sunny side of this hill, so it was tastier, he used to say. That free range chicken tasted better than the one that lived and died in a small cage.”

Bouncytits nodded. She threw a confused look at Viltis. Her boss seemed mildly amused by Thikett’s story.

“Your dreams, memories, the things you like, the things you want… They are like those special herbs on that mountain for you girls. They are the reason some of you taste much better.”

He pulled out of Katalin’s pussy, his rod all slopped up with her juices, then he pushed the tip down to penetrate her anal opening. A pained wheeze escaped Katalin’s mouth that was propped wide open by a metal ring gag. He pushed his cock in up to the balls and pressed forward, until he saw the agony on her face, then started to fuck her with slow but deep thrusts.

“Some have such intricate, complex flavors, it’s a crime raping them for a few minutes and sending back to their cages without savoring them fully. You have to make a it a whole experience. A ceremony, a feast, even. You have to have a well prepared main course, like this wonderful whore here, but also a couple of side dishes, perhaps an aged redhead to go with them.” He turned to Gloria again and gestured her to approach. “Of course, you have to finish with a sweet dessert.”

Gloria rushed towards the director and fell on her knees in front of him half a second before he pulled out of Katalin’s well-pounded secondary fuckhole. She opened her mouth and let the man shove his throbbing dick in to empty his balls down her gullet. She started to perform a soft-and-slow while he continued to ejaculate, as recommended by the official service manuals she had memorized form cover to cover.
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She continued to serve dutifully until the finishing slaps, licked his member clean and zipped him up, then quickly returned to her original place.

“That’s a very good girl you got there, Viltis.”

“It was A-S Bouncytits who caught the girl,” said the other.

“You don’t say?” Thikett threw a look at the nervous redhead. “When it’s time to go public with this, we should let our girl take a bow on stage, eh? Let everybody know the name of the loyal daughter of Pussiana who caught this villainess… this filthy, despicable enemy of Androcracy!”

“Exactly my thoughts, Director,” said Viltis with a grin. “She’s perfect for the job. Regrettably, we have lost a heroine in Cumgulper. I think the people need a new star who looks as good in blue-and-whites.”
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“Get up, you worthless bugs! Time to hit the showers!”

The tough looking woman in green fatigues walked along the narrow aisle, kicking the drowsy inmates off their bunks. Thirty-two girls stood up, swiftly got out of their underwear, and lined up single file.

She reached at the end of the hallway-turned-dormitory and stepped aside with crossed arms to let the girls rush out towards the communal shower area.

“You two! You stay.”

The last two girls stopped on their tracks and stood to attention.

“Captain Sarkhod tells me you progressed far enough to get out of this fucking shithole. Sarky is a soft-hearted old fool, and I still have my doubts about you fucking traitors. Do you really want to move upstairs?

“Yes Captain,” replied the two in unison.

Captain Ziyou clicked her tongue in mild disgust. “We’ll see about that. Follow me.” She turned and walked out, and the two naked young women followed in soldierly pace. After crossing a long serpentine path dug deep into the mountain, they finally arrived at a heavy iron gate guarded by several armed women.

“Open up,” ordered Ziyou. “Sarky was informed about the transfer.” The biggest one of the guards reluctantly stood up and unlocked the door with a sour face, while the others stared down the two girls with fire in their eyes.

Ziyou waited patiently until the gate was fully opened and walked out with the naked prisoners in tow. They started to climb the stairs for the first time since they were brought in. The air got cooler and fresher with every step. The upper level didn’t have a radically different design, but the lighting was warmer and more welcoming than the hot fluorescent hell they have been living in for the past few months.

They were taken to a larger room with a metal desk and chairs nailed down around it. It was not that different from a BFA interrogation/rape room.

The captain sat down and pulled the pile of files in front of her, shuffled through various documents, eventually dropped them on the desk and leaned back with a tablet in hand. The girls remained standing in front of the desk.

“Traitor-trash Jizzcup,” she exhaled after opening the purple-haired girl’s file on her screen. “No retrievals? What are you, an abysmally incompetent moron? S-grade my ass! How could you slip through that screening process, I wonder.”

“This cun-… I was fresh out of the academy, Ma’am,” the purple-haired girl stammered. “I thought… it was a good thing that I never c-”

“You’re just lucky we got you before you could harm a sister,” interrupted Ziyou. “I’m afraid I cannot say the same thing about your bunkmate traitor-trash Honeycunt. What was your count, stupid bitch?”

“Three runners, ma’am,” replied the brunette, trying her best to keep her voice from shaking.

“Three runners,” the Captain repeated judgmentally, and looked down at her tablet. “Says here you retrieved two slaves and one runaway bride. All tranqed from long distance. Such bravery! What a ferocious warrior you are!”

“I… I was only following ord-”

“Shut up.” Ziyou opened her mouth to scold the girl further, but she was preempted by a knock on the door. It was Captain Sarkhod, commander of the internment level. She was a skinny, smallish woman in her mid sixties, all rare qualities that would make a her stick out like a sore thumb in the post-revolutionary era. The infamous Female Standards Office has effectively weeded out her “type” all around Pussiana long ago.

“Glad you could join us, Sarky,” greeted Ziyou. They saluted each other nonchalantly. Sarkhod sat on the table after throwing a quick glance at the two naked captives.

“I was just going over their records. What miserable incompetent pieces of shit! Are you certain that they could be of use?”

“So you’re going to be the bad cop, again?” snickered Sarkhod. “Fine by me. And yes, you know my opinion about these lost souls.” She started to circle around the girls who were standing in attention. “Look at them. Tall, athletic, strong…plus they came to us well-trained and somewhat battle-hardened. Much better than the clumsy village girls we usually get.”
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“Yeah, well-trained mindless fucktoys,” dismissed Ziyou. “I’m sure they both are exceptional cocksuckers.”

Sarky stopped in front of the purple-haired girl and flicked her left nipple with her fingers. “Is that true, Jizzcup?” she asked. “You suck cock well?”

“Um… Yes ma’am,” the girl responded after a second of hesitation. “But… Please… Would you please call me Monique? I’m no long-”

“Shut the fuck up!” interjected Captain Ziyou. “You want your baby name back, eh? You have to earn it first, traitor-trash. Until the day you win some points for the good guys, you’re stuck with your servonym.”

“Yes ma’am!” Jizzcup replied. “I cannot wait to prove myself and my commitment to the cause, ma’am.”

“Commitment to the cause?” repeated the woman sarcastically. “Now she’s committed to the cause, fucking bluepuss!”

“Don’t be so hard on our Jizzcup,” interjected Sarky. “I for one believe that she had a genuine change of heart. We had long talks with Jizzcup and Honeycunt. They have been reading everything they could get their hands on. I assure you, they don’t just read, they understand, and they believe. I think they are ready to try and claim their names back.”

“That remains to be seen. I don’t know how you managed to convince the Femrevcom with this bullshit reeducation program of yours. If it was up to me, none of these traitors would have left the Hive alive. I still can’t believe Tigress chose to drag these snakes back here.”

“I have to admit, Tigress’s decision surprised me too, but even that insane freak of nature understands that we’re outnumbered,” replied the stocky captain. “We need every able bodied woman to achieve victory. She and her wildcats managed to revitalize the movement with a few lucky breaks, but we don’t have the resources necessary to keep this offensive up. Those Andros will shake it off and hit us back hard soon.”

“Lucky breaks? You call hitting the Hive in Maidenfair a lucky break? We eliminated hundreds of fascists, saved hundreds of our comrades, captured dozens of bluepuss, burned their fucking headquarters down… All that in one fell swoop! That woman you call a mad freak is a true legend. Do you know how many girls joined the cause after the attack? Almost two thousand.”

“I bet these two would be more useful to us than your couple thousand bimbos,” dismissed Sarky. “At least for a few months… that is if we can manage to make decent fighters out of those peasants.”

“Well,” shrugged Ziyou and turned to Jizzcup and Honeycunt. “That’s why I came down here. We might have something for your star pupils. Something dangerous.” She stood up and walked over the the girls. “Does the name Emma Seymour ring any bells, traitor-trash Honeycunt?”

Tammy turned to the captain with widened eyes at the mention of the name.

“Yes Captain,” she replied, trying to hide her surprise.

“I went over the body-cam footage. You were in the same room with her when you were captured.”

“So I’m told, ma’am,” replied Tammy. “I didn’t know her then. I later read all about her exploits at the library. A true hero of the movement, ma’am. I’m glad that she was rescued before they ragdolled her. Makes me ashamed that I was a part of the machine of oppression that almost turned her into one of those poor zombies.” She swallowed. “I would be honored if I was allowed to apologize to her personally. If I could meet her and-”

“Save it, trash,” interrupted Ziyou. “Unfortunately, Captain Seymour and a number of her teammates are currently missing in action.”

“Missing in action? I didn’t know Seymour was back in active duty?” asked Sarky this time. “How could they send her out there so soon? That woman had been rotting in a SEFR dungeon for years, for fuckssake!”

“I don’t disagree. I think the committee fucked up big time with that decision,” shrugged Ziyou. “They tell me that it was supposed to be simple escort mission to ease her in. They sent her to the Fritz to make contact with some foreign agents. Then they lost contact with her team.”

“Foreign agents? Was it a betrayal? A section Eight trap, perhaps?”

“No. Femrevcom thinks that they were captured at the port. We recently learned that one of the girls, Persephone, is being held by a slaver gang active in the region. We have reason to believe that they have Seymour too.”

She turned to the two girls. “I’m tasked with gathering a rescue team as quickly as possible, and I’m two women short.”
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“Yes, I remember my first night at the academy like it was yesterday.” Lidia grabbed the last cookie on the plate and took a big bite. “Worst day of my life. The last day, I should say. The life I’ve known was over. I was raped, humiliated, manhandled, and beaten… again and again. I was fully naked, soaking wet, cold, hungry…” She finished her cookie. “But at the end, the worst part of it was those fucking shelves. It was like one of those lockers they keep dead bodies in, you know, like in morgues? Only difference was, our shelves were a lot smaller. Mine was half my size, literally. Only way to fit in those was to assume a fetal position.”
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“Like in a womb?” commented Minerva with a bitter smile. “I can speculate on the functional reasons, but let’s not ignore the symbolism of that. It was a ‘rebirth.’ A new life, a new purpose, a new family… a new name…” She paused and turned to Lidia.

“Yes,” replied the ex-slavecop before the other asked the question. “I was servonymmed on my first day. I was shared among five officers from the welcome committee… for several hours. I forgot how many times they finished in my mouth that evening. Swallowed liters of the stuff, it felt like. So, one of them had a very creative idea in the end.”

“Not a very unique one, huh? There must be hundreds of Cumgulpers in the Registry.” Minerva smiled and continued to fiddle with the collar that chained her to the bed. “You know, I wrote a little program for that when I first joined the BFA as an analyst. A random servonym generator. A simple one. You input the physical and psychological characteristics of a female, input your desired level of humiliation, and it creates a shortlist of slave name recommendations.” She turned to Lidia and tapped her on the back of her hand. “My boss liked it so much, he stole it from me, put his name on it and presented it to his boss. He got an immediate promotion.”

“You want recognition for making females’ lives infinitesimally worse?” mocked Lidia. “You don’t really want that laurel on your head… Compared to what I have been doing, that’s nothing anyway. I retrieved… more than three hundred?” She paused for a moment as her own words swirled in her own head. “Did you know… Well, of course you’d know… I recently discovered that there’s a popular TV show based on my ‘exemplary’ service. It’s just unbelievable.”

“The Blue, yes. Well, the main character is definitely a caricature of you. The first season was mainly based on your case files too, but starting from the second season…” She stopped. “You know, I don’t even own a TV, but I read the transcripts of the show out of curiosity.”

“Anyway,” interjected Lidia, “what I meant to say is, you are not so bad, Minerva. Analyzing runner retrieval data and coding the occasional slave-naming app wouldn’t make you a horrible monster like me.”

“Oh, I have done worse things than that,” said the other with a somber tone. “Much much much worse.”

* * *

“Are you sure it’s Persephone? You have visual confirmation?”

“Not yet. The scout claims that they spotted her among the three girls the Grabbers were gangraping last night. Apparently it was a long and lively celebration. They dragged her back into that cave afterwards, seemingly unconscious but alive. They are now utilizing another trio. They have a continuous rotation. Three women available for the members to use at the camp at all times. Our girl must be in one of those cages inside. Perhaps Captain Seymour too?”

“Do we have good intel about this hideout?” asked the blonde. “The cave, how big is it? How many cages? How many girls? How many dicks to sever?” Lynx was one of the most decorated warriors of the Tigress’s infamous Feline division. She was a brooding silent type who seldom used long sentences. Her preferred mode of communication was growling. She looked formidable with her taller-than-average athletic body, which was covered in countless scars. Their oddly symmetrical pattern gave rise to a rumor that she replicated every battle scar she received with her own hands. She topped that unstable warrior princess look by wrapping her long braid around her head like a crown.

Ziyou gestured to the young girl a few meters away. She quietly crawled towards the two captains and lay next to them.

“This is Macaria. She and her squad have been tracking this Grabber gang for the past two weeks.” She tapped the girl on the shoulder. “Tell Captain Lynx all you know about these particular bunch of assholes and their lair.”

“Yes ma’am,” said the petite brunette wrapped in camo gear from top to bottom. With her skinny body, she looked more like a shrivelled mummy than a guerrilla fighter. “We counted 8 men in total. Three of them left about an hour ago with a chaingang of 12 girls. They were headed towards the Fritz bazaar. Persephone or Sekhmet weren’t among them.” She pointed at her comrades in the distance. “One of the girls says she was held in there a couple years ago. It’s a smallish nook with iron bars blocking the entrance. She claims that they can fit as many as 30 girls in there.”

“How did she escape?”

“Apparently these guys like to party… a lot,” replied Macaria, “She somehow managed to break free and sneak out one night after most of the gangbangers passed out. Our patrols found her unconscious, miles from here, heavily raped and beaten within an inch of her life.”

“Look!” Ziyou put her finger on the scout’s lips. “They are untying the girls. Looks like they are about to replace their fuckmeat.”

“About time!” exclaimed Lynx. “If you spot one of our girls among the new batch, we’re going in.” She turned to Ziyou. “Get me the two purplepuss you brought with you. I want to see them in action.”

* * *

Lake took a deep breath and pulled her legs to her chest when she heard the men dragging her red-haired cage-mate back in. Whimpers of fear rose from the rest of the captive girls as they backed down into the nooks and dark corners of their cages in a futile attempt to hide.

Two men lifted the redhead by her arms and legs and tossed her in Lake’s cage like a sack of potatoes. A barely audible groan escaped her mouth when she hit the ground, her cum-covered naked body rolled down until it hit the rock wall, and she immediately passed out. The men left to drag the other two girls in. They chained them in the next cage. Then they walked around the cages for a few seconds, slapped a few captives who were begging for mercy or sobbing too loudly, and selected three fresh fucktoys for the next gangrape.

When she saw the big bald guy with the face tattoo coming towards her cage, Lake immediately knew she was going to be picked once more. Each men had their favorite fuckmeat, and Lake had been the first choice of at least two gang members. Face-tattoo guy grabbed her leg and yanked her out of her cage. She didn’t even attempt to resist or protest as they dragged her towards the communal rape area.

“Please, not the spitroast again” she prayed under her breath. The main wooden-horse next to the campfire was certainly the worst one of the improvised torture devices set up in the middle of the Grabber camp. It provided access to all fuckholes and left the victim’s torso vulnerable to beatings. Nails, pebbles, and other sharp things were hammered into its surface so the prisoner could never have a moment of relief while her body was pounded mercilessly from both sides. It was also too close to the campfire. Having spent long hours on that infernal thing, Lake found it to be worse than anything she had endured in her life, including her training at Section Eight.

She got lucky this time. The guy picked the dead oak to suspend her from this time. He pulled her arms up and attached her handcuffs to one of the chains dangling from a sturdy branch of the tree. Then he started to wound the pulley to tighten the chain. Her tired joints hurt like hell as she was pulled up, but she didn’t even have the energy to scream. After her feet left the ground, he parted her legs and tied her knees to other chains one by one, leaving her defenseless naked body suspended in the air. When he was done, she exhaled and let herself go. Her body sank, spreadeagled, ready to be used as a mindless fucktoy for the rest of the night.

Unsurprisingly, the big guy with the face tattoo was her first rapist of the night. He fucked her pussy for a few minutes, slapped her for a while, and left to play with the other girls. Another big one penetrated her immediately, this time in the ass. As the party raged on, she used every trick she knew to stay awake as a rotating cast of gangbangers kept violating her sore holes. From past experience she knew well that the men would punish her with a violent beating if she passed out even for a moment.

The face tattoo guy returned a couple more times to fuck her. When he returned for the second time, he splashed her with a bucket of water before sticking his monstrously big dick in her aching butthole. The freezing cold water washed the cum accumulated around her holes and gave her aching body a much needed boost.
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Hours flew by. She lost count of the men who violated her primary and secondary incessantly. Her strength fully depleted, her muscles and joints gave in, her eyelids got heavier and heavier. She knew that she was about to pass out, and get subsequently woken up by a beating.

She simply had no energy left. Inevitably, she blacked out.

A thump. Her back hurt. Was it gonna be a whipping this time?

No. She was lying on her back under the tree. She heard a commotion, thumps, swishes, and bangs. Confused, she turned her head to see what was going on. The face tattoo guy was squirming on the ground a couple meters meter away, something sticking out on his back. An arrow?

“Persephone?” A couple of strange silhouettes appeared over her battered naked body. One crouched down to wipe the thick coat of cum off her face. A young woman in FLF fatigues? Finally!

“I found her,” the woman yelled. Two more silhouettes quickly arrived. “You can relax, Persephone. you’re safe now.”

“What took you so long,” she mumbled, and passed out again.
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